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POETICAL CALENDAR. 



MARCH. ANODE* 

Like Jafoft, arm'd ini coat of mail. 
Who nchly won the golden fleece» 
Thro' heavy ftonns of wind and hail, 
March on a Ram triumphant rides, 
A warHke month ! averfe to peace :-— 
No longer now the foldier bides 
In huts hybemal-»>o'er the plain. 
Embattled fee the dread campaign 1 

Or on the flood, if war prefide. 

See Britain's hicfSdy peiA^nt iyl* 
Her's is the ocean, free, as^wide, '->' * •'* 
Where-e'cr the fons c^co«nmferco fail, 
Whcre-e'er her canvas pi$ioh« ply,* 
Her floating citadela prevail 
O'er all the force of Gaul and Spain, 
Whofe fleets no more ufiirp the mainv 
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'Spring bids the frozen rivers flow. 

Knocks ofF their rigid bolts of ice. 
And nuelts hage Appenines of fnow ; 

By ^arts the flattering beams of noon 
The linnet, or the lark entice 
To fing a momentary tunc ; 
•But quick and iudden (hifts the fcene, 
^And gales tempefhioua intervene. 

Scarce does the primroie ihow her head, 

Tho' eldeft daughter of the (pring» 
Nor dares the cowflip leave her bed. 
Affrighted at the northern blafl. 
Who blights each biol^om with his win2> 
While the dun ether's overcaft : 
Of violence how fliort the fway ! 
*Tis but the pageant of a day,-— 

The gods take care of us^t^qjlpsv^ 

InduigeUt:a«^;|ieiir.Ji^ tdijd 
^••••« V •••• 

With^atfdk ttrtfpariug; they.beitow. 

Imparting :ai/:4^K^'^^ ^^^9 
To blefs tiift VtJbiuiiary-ba]!,: 
And mingjte p^l^alidwidi^ur pain*^ 
Content is evcA' in our power, 
And jafTes by as every hoar. 
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A VERNAL ODE, 

«ENT TO OR. HERRING, L4TS ARCHBISHOP OF 
CANTERBURY, MARCH XII^ MDCCLIV. 

B Right God of day, whofe genial power 
Revives the buried feed ; 
That fpreads with foliage every bower. 
With verdure every mead ; 
Bid all thy vernal breezes fly, 
DiiFufing mildnefs thro' the iky ; 
Give the foft 6aibn to our drooping plains, 
•Sprinkled with roiy dews, and falutary rains* 

Enough has winter's hand fcvere 

ChaMs'd this dreary coail. 
And chill'd the tender dawning year 
With defolating froft : 

Give but thy vital beams to pky, 
Thefe ice-wrought fcenes will melt away ; 
And, mix'd in fprightly dance, the blooming Hours 
Will wake the drowfy Spring, the Spring awake the 
flowers* 

Let Health, gay daughter of the flries^ 

On Zephyr's wiigs defcend. 
And fcatter pleafiu-es, as flie flies. 

Where Surry'a^lowns extend ; 
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There Herring wooes her friendly power; 

There may (he all her rofes fhower ; 
To heal that fhepherd all her balms employ. 
So will (he footh our fears, and give a nation joyi 

The grateful feafons, circling fail. 

Reviving funs reflore. 
But life's fhort fpring is qaickly pail. 
And blooms, alas ! no more ; 
Then let us, ere by furc decays 
We reach the winter of our days. 
In virtue emulate the bleft above. 
And, like the fpring, difplay benevolence and love. 

F. F. 
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AN ELEGY. 

WRITTEN AT THE APPROACH OF SPRING. 
BY J. «• 

STern Winter hence with all his train removes. 
And cheerful ikies, and limpid flreams are feen ; 
Thick-fpronting foliage decorates the groves ; 
Reviving herbage robes the iields in green. 

\i 
Yet lovelier (cenes fkall crown th^ advancl|||r^ear. 
When blooming Spring's full bounty is diiplay'd ; 
The fmile of beauty every vale fliall wear ; 
The voice of fong enliven every Ihade. 

O fan^, paint not coming days too fair ! 

Oft, for the profpedb fprightly May fhould yield. 
Rain-pouring clouds have darkened all the air. 

Or fnows untimely whiten'd o'er the field : 

But fliould kind Spring her wonted bounty fhower, 
. The finile of beauty, and the voice of fong ; 
If gloomy thought the human mind o'erpower. 
Even vernal hours glide unenjoy'd aIong« 
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I Hiun the fcenes where maddening paflion raves. 
Where pride and folly hij^h dominidh hold. 

And unrelenting avarice drives her (laves 
O'er pnoftrate virtue in purfuit of gold i 

The grafly lane, the «rood-furrounded field. 

The rude ftone fence with fragrant wall-flowersi 

The day-built cot, to me more pleafure yield [gay» 
Thiui all the pomp imperial domes difplay : 

And yet even here, amid thefe fecret (hades, 
Thefe fimple fcenes of unreprov'd delight, 

AiRidjA's iron hand my breaft invades, 
A&a death's dread dart is ever in my fight. 

While genial funs to genial fhowers fucceed; 

(The air all mildnefs, and the earth all bloom ;) 
While herds and flocks range ipdrtiveo'er the mead. 

Crop the fweet herb, and fnuff the rich perfume ; 

O why alone to haplefs man denied 
To tafte the blifs inferior beings boail ? 

O why this fate that fear and pain divide 

His few ihort hours on earth's delightful ct>afl ? 

Ah ceafe— — no more of Providence complain ! 

'Tis fenie of guilt that wal^^s the mind to woe. 
Gives force to fear, adds energy to pain, 
» And palls each joy by hcavci indulg'd below : 



[ 7 1 

Whj el& the fmiling infknt-tndh to Bleff^ 
. £redei(-bcMiglitknowl^eend<thepeace within^ 
Or wild defire inflames the youthful hmStr 
Or ill propenfion ripens into fin ? 

As to the bleating tenants of the field, 
A$ to the iportive warblers on the trees/ 

To them their joys fihcere the fealbns yield. 
And all their days, and idl their profjpeds pleafe^ 

Such J03rs were mine when from the peopled fireets. 
Where on Thamefis' banks I liv'd immur'd. 

The new'blown fields tfaatbreath'dathcmfimdiweetSy. 
. Ta Surry's wood-cmwn'd hills my ^jAttiiir'd : 

O happy houps, beyond recovery fled f 
What fliare I now that can your lofs repay. 

While, o'er my mind thefe glooms of thought arc 
And veil the lightoflife'smeridianray? [ipread. 

Is there no power this darknefs to remove ? 

The long-loll joys of Eden to reftore t 
Or raife our views to happier feats above. 

Where fear and pain and death fhall be no more ? 

3Les thofe there are who know a Saviour's love 
The long-loft i)ys of Eden can reftore. 

And raife their v|:ws to happier feats above. 
Where fear and pain and death fliall be no more : 
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Thefe gratefnl (hare the gift of nature's hand ; 
^ And in the varied fcenes that round them flune> 
(The fair, the rich, the awfiil, and the grand) 
Admire th' amaring workmanihip divine. 

Blows not aoflowerftin:th'enamelPd vale. 

Shines not a pebble where. the nvulet ftrays. 
Sports Aot an inie£i on theipicy gale* 
. )£ut claims their wonder, and ^xcites their pcaife. 

For them even vernal nature looks more ga^.. 
For them more lively hues the fields adorns 

To them mere £ur the faireft iinile of day. 
To tMm more fweet the fweeteft breath o£ mom* 

They feel the blifs that hope and faith fupply ; 

They pafs ferene th' appointed hours that bring 
The day that wafts them to the realms on higiu 
« The day that centres in eternal fpring. 
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, SPRING. A RURAL SONG. 

BY UH. THO. BRXREWOOD, 

WHen approach'd by the fair dewy fingers of 
fpring, 
, dwelling buds open firft, and look gay; 
When the birds on the boughs by their mates fit ^d 
And are danc'd by the breeze on each fpray : [fing. 

When gently deicending, the rain in ibft (howers. 
With its mQtftitre.refreihe8 ihe ground. 

And the drops, as they hang on the plants imd the 
Like rich gems beam a luflre around : [flowers. 

When the wood-pigeons fit on the branches andcooe, 
. .Andthe cnckow proclaims with his voice. 
That nature marks this for the feaTon to wooe» 
And for all that can love to rejoice : 

In a cottage at night may I fpend all my time, 
,In the .fields and the meadows all day. 

With amaidenwhofe charms are as yet in their prime^ 
Young as April, and blooming as May. 

I When 
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When the lark v^ith fhrill note« iings aloft in the 
May my fiuneft and I iweetly wake, .[morn. 

View the far diftant hills which the fun-beams adorn> 
• Thenariicy and our cottage, fodake.. 

When the f^mihinesfowanny that my charmer andl 
May recline on the. turf without fear. 

Let us diere all vain thoughts and ambition defy. 
While we breathe the hT& fweeta of the year. ' 

Be this {pot on a hill, and a fpring from its iide 
Bubble oat, and traniparently.flow. 

Creep gently along in meanders, and glide 
Thro' the vale ftrow'd widi dairies beloww 

While the bee flies from bkflbm to blolfom and Aps, 
And the violets their fweetnefs impast. 

Let me hang on her neck, and (o tafte from her lips 
The rich cordial that thrills to die faeaxt. 

While the dove fits lamenting the lofs of its mate. 

Which the fowler has caught in his fnares. 
May we think ourielves bleft, that it is not our fate, 
, To endure fuch an abfencc as thein. 

May I liHen to all her foft, tender, fweet notes 
When fhe fings, and no foui.ds interfere, 

But the warbling of birds, whidLi in flretching their 
Are at flrife to be louder than ]iei. [throats 
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When thedaifes, and cowilips, and prxmrofes btow. 
And checquer the meads, and the lawns. 

May wefee bounding there thefwift light-fboteddoe. 
And purfue with our eyes the young &wns. 

When the Isqpwings jnft fledg'd o'er the turf take their 
And the firftlings are all at their pla}-, [run , 

And the harmlefi young lambs fkip about in the fun» 
Let us then be as frolic as they. 

When I talk of my love, fhould I chance to tfpy. 
That flie ieems to miftruft what I fay. 

By a tear that is ready to fell from ho- e^-e. 
With my l^s let me wipe it away. 

If we fity or we walk, may I caft round my eyes. 

And let no fingle beauty efcape. 
But fee none to create {o much love, and furprize. 

As her eyes, and her face, and her fhape. 

Thus each day let us pafi, till the buds turn to leaves. 
And the meadows around us are mown, 

When the lafs on the fweet-imelling haycock receives. 
What ihe afterwards blufhes to own. 

When evenings grow cool, and the flowers hang their 
With the dew, t'4en no longer we'll roam, [heads 

With my arm roiAid her waift, in a path thro' the 
Let us haften fp find Our way home. [meads 
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Wheit the birds are at rooft, with their heads in their 
Each />ne by the fide of its mate ; [wings, 

SVhen a mift that arifes a drowzinefs brings 
Upon all but die owl and the bat: 

When £oft reft is required, and the ftan lend their 
X And all nature lies ^qniet and ftill ; [light, 

Wheano(bund breaks the £icred repofeof thenight. 
But, at diftance> the.clack of a mill. 

With peace for our pillow, and free from all noife. 
So that voices in whifpers are known. 

Let us gi^e and receive all the namekfs foft joys» 
That are mos'd on by lovers alone. 
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THE VIOLET. 

HAil, blooming dattghter of the youthiiil year! 
Sweet to the fmelly and pleafing to the fight. 
How does thy prefemre gloomy nature cheer. 
And fill the boibm wkh a foft delight ! 

At thy approach ftem nigged winter flies. 
To pour his anger on the frozen north. 

While balmy zephyrs fill our peaceful fides. 
And call the buds and genial blofTiuns forth. 

The lark, high-mountingat therife of day. 
Salutes the blufhing mom with gladfome notes. 

The little warblers hop from fpray to fpray. 
And trill wild mufic thro' their tuneful throats. 

The fhepherd counts his flock, the ruftic ploughs. 
The farmer views with joy his fpringing com. 

The milk-maid drains the fweetly-finelling cows. 
And fings the pleafures of the April mom. 

Now lovers, now. the golden minute feize. 
In every word exprefs a generous care ; 

In every ad be ftudious how to pleafe. 
And weave the flowery chaplet for the fair. 

Plca/a 
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PleasM widi the beandes of the riHed mead. 
Their imell her fenfey theb coloun ftiike her eye i 

Snow-drops, like innocence, in white array'd. 
And viokti glowing with a pnrple die. . 

Should ye, amhitioufy ftrive to gain her ear. 
In fofteft words the moving tale convey.; . 

The moving tale fhall gain a pitying tear. 
If it be true what amtient poets fay. 

Nature aflimi'd her lovelicft, faireft look, 

Cold chilling frofts and noxious damps were fled 

When jolly Spring his native ikies fbrfook. 
To wooe.£ur Floia to his fertile bed. 

Gay dreft in all thecdours of the bow. 
He fought- the goddefk in her fair abode; 

Quick winds and haily fhowers his coming fhow. 
But his bright beams proclaim ^e prefent god 

The faaaing gales convey a grateful imelU 
From where the hyacinth and crocus blow ; 

With fudden life the buds around him fwell. 
And where he tnadfy ail flowers promifcuoiis gnM 

The featherM fongflcrrs full of joy appear. 
And chant hi& nuj>tial btiiMthro' every.grove ; 

Spring, the gay god, that leads the fmiling year. 
And Flora, queen of beaut]^ and of love. 
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JFrom diis iinblaiti'd, this chaile delist troftr 
Alt ofispring waithy of their mutaal fiantt 

Invok'd Ltidna eas'd the mother's throe8» 
And Violetta was the daughter'^ name* 

Whate'-er enrapdtor'd poets have defiga'd 
Of wit» youth, beauty, or excelkag grace. 

The nymph ei^oy'd in perfbn and in mind. 
So bright her wit, (6 beauteous was her face*. 

Alas ! what ills Jnuil carelefs nymphs betide. 
Since prudence nought avails to guard the dame ! 

Lafcivious Pan xhe blooming virgin tyed^ 
And vow'd by force to gratify his ilame. 

The virtuous fair Jiis loath'd embraces flies. 
The amorous god purfues with equal fpeed^ 

The plains around re-echo to her cries. 
While every power is abfent from her aid. 

Fatigued, her panting bofom heaves for breath. 
Her trembling legs refufe the tedious race ; 

She faints, fhe finks into the arms of death. 
And a cold paknefs overfpreadsiier face. 

Her melancholy fiite the mother mourns. 
With tears faft-flowing in a gentle fhower ; 

The much-lamented child to life returns. 
No more a virgin^ but a purple flower« 
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m 
As long as grief for innocence diftrefty '^ 

As long as tears horn gende hearts (halTflovr; 

So long her hXc (hM melt the feeling breaft. 

With generous pity, and with virtuous woe. 

The gentle nymph the mournful dory hears, 
Widiin her bofom various paffions move^ 

Soft pity melts her tender foul to tears. 
And virtuous pity is a friend to love. 
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THE PROGRESS OF POETRY- 

ST MUS. MADAN. 

Vitit ut arboribus deedr! eft, ut vitibus uvai ; 
Ut gregtbut tturi, iegefen ut pbguibus arvis ; 
Tu decus omne tuis* Vik<j» 

UNequal, how Ihall I the fearch begin, 
Orj>aint with artlcfs hand the awful fccne? 
Thro* paths divine with ftcps adventurous tread. 
And trace the mdes to their fountain head ? 

Ye facred nine, your mighty aid impart, 
Affift my numbers, and enlarge my heart ! 
Diped my lyre, and tunc each trembling firing, 
While Poetry's exalted charms I fing ; 
How, free as air, her fbains ipontaneous move. 
Kindle to rage, or melt the foul to love : 
How her iirft emanations dawn'd, difclofe ; 
And where, great fource of verfc! bright Phoebus 
Brft tffoCc* 

Where nature warmth and genius has denied. 
In vain are art's IHfT languid powers applied. 
Unforc'd the mufes \nile, above controul ; 
No art can tune the inharmonious fouL 

Vol. III. ^ C ^Cixsvt 
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Some rules, 'tis true, unerring, you may culPy. 
And void of life, be regularly dull : 
Coixedlly flat may flow each fludied rhime, 
i\nd each low period indolently chime. 
A common ear perhaps, or vulgar heart, 
Such lays may pleaie, ths laboured work of art !' 
Far other llrains delight the polifh'd mind>. 
The ear well judging, and the tafte refin'd. 
To blend in heavenly numbers eafe and fire. 
An Addifon will afk, a Pope require : 
Genius alone can force, like theirs, beftow,.x 
As liars, unconfcious of their brightnefs, glow- 
Hail Greece! from whence the fpark etherial came 
That wide o'er earth diiFus'd its facred flame, 
1 here the firll laurel form'd a deathlefs ihade. 
And iprung immortal for thy Homer's head. 
There the great bard the riling wonder wrought,. 
And plan'd the Iliad in his boundlefs thought ; 
By no mean fteps to full perfedion grew^ 
But burfl at once refulgent to the view. 
Who can unmov'd tlie warm defcription read,. 
Where tlie wiug'd Ihaft repels the bounding fteed ? 
■ Where the torn fpoils of the rapacious war. 
With fliocking pomp adorn the vigor's car! 
When, from feme hoflile arm difmifs'd, the reed 
On the roark'd foe directs its fiirfty fpeed, 

Sue; 
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Such flrengthy fuch aftion, ftrikcs our eager fight. 
We view and fhudder at its fatal flight ; 
We hear the ftraighten'd yew recoiling ftart. 
And fee thro' air glide fwift the whizzing dart. 
V/hen higher themes a bolder ilrain demand,- 
Life waits the poet's animating hand:: 
There, where majefHc to the languin'd field 
Stern Ajax flalks behind his fevenfold fhield ; 
Or where, in' poHih'd arms fevercly bright, 
FeKdes dreadful rufhes to the fight ; 
With martial ardor breathes each kindling page 
The direful havock and unbounded rage, 
The cl&fh of arms tumultuous from afar. 
And all that fires the hero's foul to war! 

Bold Pindar next, with matchlefs force and firc^ 
Divinely carelefs, wak'd the founding lyre,. 
Unbound by rule, he urg'd" each vigorous layi. 
And gave his mighty genius room to play r 
The Grecian games employ his daring firings. 
In numbers rapid a&the race he fings.. 

Mark, mufe, theconfcious fhade and vocal grove,. 
WhcFe Sappho tun'd her melting voice to love. 
While Echo each harmonious flrain return'd. 
And witk the foft complaining Lefbian mourn'd. 

With rofes crown'd, on flowers fupinely laid^ 
Anacrcon-nftxr tie iprightly lyre effa^'ir 
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In light fantafiic meaftires beat the ground^ 
Or dealt the nurth-infpiring juice around. 
No caret no thought, the tonefnl Teian knew. 
But mark'd with bllfs each moment as it flew. 

Behold the foil, where fmooth Clitumnus glideS| 
And rolls thro' fmiling fields his dufUle tides^ 
Where fwoln £ridanu« in ftate proceeds^ 
And tardy Mincio wanders thro' the meads ; 
Where breathing flowers ambrofial fweets difUI* 
And the foft air with balmy fragrance. flll« 
O Italy ! tho' joyful plenty reigns. 
And nature laughs amid thy bloomy plains^ 
Tho' all thy fliades poetic warmth infpire. 
Tune the rapt foul, and fan the (acred fire ; 
Thofeplainsandfhadesflialireachth'appointeddatei 
And all their fading honours yield to fate : 
Thy wide renown and ever-blooming fame 
Stand on the bafts of a nobler claim ; 
In thee his harp immortal Virgil ftrung. 
Of fhepherds, flocks, and mighty heroes fung. 

See Horace (haded by the lyric wreath, 
Where every grace and all the mufes breathe.; 
Where courtly eafe adorns each happy line. 
And Pindar's fire, and Sappho's ibftnefs join. 
Politely wife, with calm welP-govern'd rage, 
iie lafh'd the reigning follies pf the age,; 

-With 
"i 



With wi^ not fplecn, indulgently fevcre. 
To retch the heart he charm 'd the lifteiiing ear. 
When foothing themes each milder note employ. 
Each milder note fwells foft to love and joy ; 
Smooth as the fame-prefagi«g * doves that fprcad 
Prophetic wreaths around his infant head. 

Ye numerous bardi vtnfang (whofe various lays 
A genkw equal to your own ihould praife) 
Forgive the mufe, who feels an inbred flame 
Reiiftiefsy to exalt her country's fame ; 
A foreign clime fhe leaves— and turns her eyes 
Wheic her own Britain's favourite towers arife; 
Where TT/ames rollsdccp his plenteous tides around. 
His banks with thick afoending turrets crown'd. 
Yet not theie fccnes th' impartia! mufe could boart, 
Were liberty, thy great diftrnftion, loft. 
Britannia, hail ! o'er whoie luxuriant plain. 
For the iree natives waves the ripening grain : 
*Twas (acced Hberty*s celcftial fmile 
Firft lur'd the mufes to thy generous ifle ; 
*Twas liberty bcftow*d the power to fmg, 
And bid the verfe-rewarding laurel fpring. 

Here Chaucer firft his comic vein difplay'd, 
And merry tales in homely guife convey'd ; 

• Vide Hor, lib. in. ode iv. 

C 3 Unpo- 
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Unpolifh'd beaaties grac'd the artlefs fang, ' 
Tho' rude the didion, yet the fenfe was ilrong. 

To fmoother drains chaflifing tunelefs profe. 
In plain magnificence great Spencer rofe^ 
In forms diftindl, in each creating line. 
The virtues, vices, and the paflions fhinci 
Suhfervient nature aids the poet's rage. 
And with herfelf infpires each nervous page« 

Exalted Shakefpear, with a boundlefs mind, 
Rai)g'd &r and wide ; a genius unconfin'd ! 
The paffions fway'd, and captive led the heart. 
Without the critic's rules, and void of art : 
So fome fair clime, by imiling Phcebus bleft, 
And in a thoufand charms by nature deed. 
Where limpid ibeams in wild meanders flow. 
And on the mountains towering forefts grow. 
With lovely landfcapes lures the ravifh'd fight. 
While each new/cene fupplies a new delight : 
No induftry of man, no needlefs toil. 
Can mend the rich uncultivated foil. 

While Cowley's lays with fprightly vigour move. 
Around him wait^the gods of verfe and love.; 
So quick the crouding images arifi;. 
The .bright variety diflradls our eyes.; 

I 
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£ach fpafklingline, where fire with fancy flows. 
The rich profaiion of his genius /hows. 

/' 

To Wallemext, my Wondering -view I bend. 
Gentle, -as flakes of /eather'd'ihow defcend : 
Not the fame fnow, its filent journey done, 
Mofe*radiant glitters in the riiing fun. 
O happy nytiph ! who could thofe lays demand. 
And clidm the care of this immortal hand : 
In vain might age thy heavenly form invade. 
And o'er thy beauties caft an envious (hade ; 
Waller the place of youth and bloom fupplies. 
And gives exhaufllefs In^e to thy eyes ; 
Each mufe affiiting rifles every grace. 
To paint the wonders of thy -matchlefs face. 
Thus when at Greece, divine Apelles ftrove 
To give to earth the radiant queen of love, 
From each bright nymphfbme dazling charm he took , 
This fair one's lips, another's lovely look ; 
Each beauty pleas'd, a fmile, or air befbws. 
Till all the goddefs from the canvas rofe. 

Immortal Milton, hail! whofe lofty fhain 
With conscious flrength does vulgar themes difdain ; 
Sublime afcended thy fuperior foul. 
Where neither lightnings flafh, nor thunders roll; 
Where other funs drink deep th' eternal ray. 
And thence to other worlds trtmfmit the day ; 

C 4 Where 



[ H 1 

Where high in ether countlefs planets i 
And various moonsy attendant* round them rove^ 
O bear me to thoie ibft delightful fcenes» 
Where ihades far-fpreadxng boail irasEioctal groens,. 
Where paradiie unfolds her fragrant flowers. 
Her fweets unfading, and celofiial bowers f 
Where Zephyr breathes amid the blooming wilds' 
Gentle a& nature's infant beauty finil'd i 
Where gaily reigns one ever-laughing Spring ; 
Eden's delights \ which thou alone couldil fing. 
Yet not their fcenes could bound his daring ^hc^ 
Born to the talk,, he rofe a nobler height. 
While o'er the lyre his h^low'd fingers fly. 
Each wonderous touch awakens raptures high« 
Thofe glorious ieats he boldly duril explore, 
Where faith alone, tiU then, had power to fosis* 

Smooth glide thy waves> O Thames, while I re* 
hearfe 
* The name that taught thee firll to flow in verTe ; 
Let facred fllence huflv thy grateful tides. 
The ofier ceafe to tremble on thy fides ; 
Let thy calm waters gently ileal along, 
Denbam this homage claims, while he infpLes my 
Far as thy billows roll, difpers'd away [fongr 

To didant climes, the honoured name convey : 

* Sir John Denhaxn'a CoopcrVHill. 

Not 
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III whoiie lidi ftream a^diodud floods are loft. 

Tlieiteoagr tbeibfu thcmoriiig^ and the iWeet» 
In artfizlDryden's variow nombers meet ; 
Aw'd by his lays» each lival bard ictir'd: 
So fades the mooitf pale, lifelefs, unadmir'd. 
When die bright fiui burfts glorious on the fight* 
With radiant iuftre^ and a flood of lights 

The omnic muic, with Mvefy humour gay^- 
In Congieve's flrains does all her channs difplay. 
She rallies each abfnrd impertinence. 
And without labooi laughs us into ienfe. 
The foUksof mankiad fheiets to view 
In icenes ftill pleating, and for eiiser new. 

Sure heaven^ that deftin'd William to be great, 
The mighty bulwark of the Britiih ftate. 
The {bourge of tyrants, guardian of the law, 
Beflow'd a Garth, defigning a Nafiau. 

Wit, eafe, and life, in Prior blended, flow. 
Polite as Granville, foft as moving Rowe ; 
Granville, whofe lays unnumber'd channs adorn. 
Serene and fprightly as the opening morn : 
Rowe, who the fpring of every paffion knew, 
And from our eyes callM forth the opening dew : 

Still 
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Still Ihall his gentle iniife our Touts conanand. 
And our^ann'fl hearts confefs his fkilful hand. 
Be this the leafl of his fuperior fame, 
Whoie .happy genius caught great Xucan's flame. 
Where noble Pompey dauntleis meets his doom. 
And each:free ikain breathes Liberty and Rome. 

Q Addifon, lamented, wonderous bard ! 
The god-like hero's great, his beft reward : 
Not all the laurels reap'd on Blenheim's plains 
? A fame can give like thy immortal * ftrains, 

i| While Cato dictates in thy awful lines, 

f Csefar^himfelf with fecond luflre ihines': 

^ As our rais'dibuls the great difbefs purfue, 

i Triumphs andxrowns itill leflen in our view : 

] We trace the vidor with diidainful eyes, 

; And all, that made a Cato bleed, defpife. 

J The bold pindaric, and foft lyric mufe, 

Breath'd all her .energy in 4;uneful Hughes I 
Mufic herfelf did on his lines beflow 

' The polifh'd luftre, and enchanting flow ! 

His fweet cantatas, and melodious fong, 

, Shall ever warble on the Ikilful tongue i 

t When nobler themes a loftier ftrain require. 

His bofom glow'd with more thaa mortal Are ! 



I 
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Not • 0^pkc^l8^felf could in-fublimer hys 
•Have fang th'' omnipotent Creator's praife. 
Damafcus' moving fate> dkplay'd to view. 
From every eye the ready tribute drew : 
Th'attentive.car the bright f Endocia charma^ 
And^di* the generous love of virtue warms ; 
: She feems above the ills (he greatly bears, 
WhilefPhocyas* woes commandrourguftiing tears, 
f Abudah fhines a pattern to mankind ; 
In him^the hera and. the man are join'd ! 

High on-the^adiant M, (ee ! Pope appears. 
With all the fire of youth, and Arength of years : 
Where-e'er fupreme he points the nervous line. 
Nature and art in bright conjun^lion fhine. 
How juft the turns ! how regular the draught ! 
How fniooth the language ! how refin'd the thought ! 
.Secure beneath the fhade of early bays. 
He dar'd the thunder of great Homer's lays ^ 
A facred heatinfbrm'd his heaving breaft, 
And Homer in his geniuis flands confeil : 
To heights fublime he rais'd the ponderous lyre. 
And our cold iile grew warm with Grecian fire 1 

* See mr. Htighes*s ode entitled, an ode to the Creator 
of the world, occafioned by the fragments of Orpheus. 

-f f f Charaflers in his tragedy entitled, the Siege of 
,Damafcu8» 

Fain 
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Fain would I now th' excelUng bard revca). 
And point the feat where all the miifes dwell ; 
Where Phoebus has his warmeft finiles^ heftbw'd. 
And who moft labours with th' InfptriRg god : 
But while I ftnve to fix die rajr diviney 
And mnnd that head the laorerd trhunpb twine, 
Unnumbei^d bards diftraA my dazzled fight. 
And my firft choice grows fiuni with riral light. 
So the white road that ftreaks the clondlefs fkies. 
When filver Cynthia's temperate beaims mfc. 
Thick fet with ftars o'er our admiring heads 
One undiftingttiih'd ftreamy twilight ^eads-; 
Pleas'd we behold, from heaven's unbounded height, 
A thoufand orbs poor focth promifceous light : 
While all around, the fpangled luftre dows,. 
In vain we fbive to mark which brighteft glows ; 
From each the fame enlivening fplendors fly. 
And the di£uiive glory charms the eye. 
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TO THE MEMORY OF MR-JiUGHES. 

ir T.BB 9AU£. 

ROondHugliei's humbk* dio' diiUBgiiiih'd am. 
The Mufesy .wreathM with halefdl cyprefs, 
iln every face a deep diftrefs appears, [mocini ^ 
Each eye overflows with tributary tears. 
Such was the fcene, when, by the gods leqair'd, 
Majeitic. Homer from the world retired : 
Such grief the Nine on Maro's tomb beilow'd^; 
.For Addifon fuch forrow lately flow'd. 

SnatchM from the earth, above its trifling praife, 
* Thee, Hughes, to happier -climes thy fate conveys: 
Eas'd of its load thy.aftive fpirit flies 
. From orb to orb, and glides along the ikies. 
The toils of life, the pangs of death arc o'er. 
And care, and pain, and.ficknefs are no more ! 
C) I may that fpot, which holds thy dear remains, 
(The noblefl fpoil earth's ipacious breaft contains) 
Its tribute pay : may richeA flowers around 
Spring lightly forth,. and mark thefacred ground: 
There may the bay her (hady honours fpread, 
And o'er thy 4im delightful odours ihcd : 
Immortal, as thy fame and writings, grow, 
I'ill thefe (hall ceafe to live> or Thames to flow. 
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Nature fnbdued foretold the great decline. 
And every heart was plang'd in grief, but thine ; 
Thy fool ferene the confiid did msuntain. 
And traced the phantom death thro' years of pain ; 
Not years of pain thy fteady mind alarm*d. 
By jiid^ent ihiengdien'dr and by virtue ami'd.- 
Still like yourfelf^ when finking life ebb'd low. 
Yon neither dar^d, nor meanly fear'd the blow : 
Looie to the world, by every grace pofleft, 
Greatly reiign'd, you fought the flranger reft. 
Fearlefs of fate, thus thy own Phocyas died. 
When from his wound gufli'd forth the purple tide; 
Drawn by thy pen, the theory we fee. 
The pradtic part too foon we learn from thee. 
Who now (hall touch the lyre with &ill divine ? 
Or who to tuneful airs fhall tuneful aurtibers join ? 
Who Ihall the rapid tide of vice controul, 
At once enchant the fenfe, and mend the foul ? 
jn whom ihall the fair fifter-arts unite 
With virtue, iblid fenfe, and boundlefs wit? 
Such was the turn, of thy exalted mind, 
Sparkling as polHh'd gems, as pureft gold refinM., 
Great ruler of our- paflions ! who with art 
Subdued the fierce, and warm'd the frozen heart ; 
Bid glory in our breafts with temper beat. 
And genuine valour, free from feverifh heat ; 
Bid love in all its native Infb-e rife. 
And in EudocWs fona deVigVit oai t;^«%. 
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Virtue difkafs^d thy happy lines difclofe; 
With more of triumph, than a conqueror knowsi 
Touch'd by thy hand, our ilubborn tempers bend^ 
And flowing tears the well-wrought fcene attend : 
That filent eloquence thy power approv'd ; 
The caufe (b great,, 'twas generous to be mov'd; 

What pleafure can the buriUng: heart pofTefs 
In the laft parting, and fevere difbefs ? 
Can fame, wealth, honour,, titles, joy beflow, 
And makethe labouring bread with tranfport glow ?r 
^i'hefe gaudy trifles gild.our dawning liglit, 
But, oh ! how weak their influence onour night ;. 
Then fame, wealth, honour, titles, vainly bloom,. 
Nor dart one gleam of comfort on the tomb. 
The only joy the flruggling foul receives. 
Is in th' applaufe that confcious virtue gives : 
This cordial joy retiring Hughes poflefs'd, -v 
This cheer'd his dying hours, compos'd his breafl, % 
And footh 'd his pure and peaceful foul to refl ! j 
Free from the bigot's fear, or ftoic's pride. 
Serene he liv'd, and. as ierenely died. 
When, on life's utmofl verge, he dauntleis ftood,. 
Ready to plunge,, and feize th' immortal good, 
Colleding all his fcatter'd rays in one^. 
His lail * exalted work intenfely (hone : 

* Tlic Siege of Damafcus, 
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His Ih-ing fcntimcnts, there flcetch'd, we vicwM-; 
But while our eyes the ihining path parfued, 
And wonderous heights, his towering mufe had 
Alas ! the ihining path alone remained ! [gain'd. 

So when the fun to worlds unknown retires. 
How ftrong, how boldly fhoot his parting fires ! 
Larger his fetting orb our eyes confefs ; 
Eager we gaze, and the full gloiy blefs : 
As o*erthe heaven fnblime his courfe extends. 
With equal pomp the radiant power defcends^ 
Sinks to the Teas, with golden luftre bright. 
And paints the clouds with beauteous trads of light. 
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THE DEATH OF ARACHNE: 

; AN H£ROI-COMI'TRAGIC-PO£M. 

THE fhrinking brooks and rufTet meads com- 
plain'd> 
That fuxnmer*8 tyrant, fer\'id Siri is, reign'd ; 
Full weft tlie fun from heaven defcending rode, 
And fix the fhadow on the dial (how'd. 

Philo, tho' young, to muiing much inclin'd, 
A ihamelefs floven, in his gown had din'd. 
From table fneaking with a (heepiih face. 
Before die circle was difmifs'd with grace. 
And fmoaking now, his defk with books o'erfpread. 
Thick clouds of incenfe roll around his head ; 
His head, which fave a quarter's growth of hair, 
His woollen cap long fmce fcratch'd off, was bare ; 
His beard three days had grown, of golden hus^ 
Black was his ihirt, uncomely to the view ; :'' 
Crofs-legg'd he fat, and his ungarter'd hofe 
Of each lean limb half hide, and half expofe ; 
JECs cheek he lean'd upon his hand ; below 
His nut-brown flipper hung upon his toe. 

Now with abflradied flight he climbs apace. 
High and more high, thro' pure unbounded fpace ; 
Now mere privation fails the wings of thought, 
He drops down headlong thro' the vafl: of nought ; 

Vol. hi. D A 



i 



( S4 ) 

A friendly vapour Matheiis fuppllcsy 

Born on th^ forging fmoke h^ joys Co rife | 

Matter thro* modes and qualities purfues» 

Now caught) entranced its naked effence views : 

Now wakes ; the vifion fading from his fight 

Leaves doubts behind> the mifts of mental night : 

Exiiling not, but poflible alone> 

He deems all fubflance, and foQ>edis his own ; 

Like wave by wave impell'dy now queitions roll— ^ 

Does foul in ought fubfiK, or all in (dvA ? 

Is ipacc, exteniion, nothing but a name) 

And mere idea nature's mighty frame ? 

All power, all forms» to intelled confin'd ; 

iPlace, agent, fubjeft, inftrument combined f 

Is fpirit diverfe, yet from number free> 

Conjoint by harmony in unity ?— — 

Truth's ipotlefs white what piercing eye defcries> 

When the ray broken takes opinion's dyes ! -— 

In llFain now Philo ieeks the facred Jight, 

;In chaos pkng'd, where embryo fyftems fight* 

In this dark hour, unnotic'd, Cloe came. 
His ftudy-door admits the ibining dame. 
With nature's charms fhe join'd the charms of art^ 
Wife of his choice, and miilrefs of his heart s 
What on ker head ihe wore, ere^ and high, 
Unnam'd above, is call'd on earth a fly ; 
In wanton ringlets her fair trefles fell, 
Her breads beneath tranfparent muilin fwell ; 

Studded 
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Studded with fiandsg gems a buckle bound 
Th* embroider'd asoie her flcndcr waift around ;. 
Thence to her feet a vafl rotun4 difplay'd 
The mingling coburs of the rich brocade ; 
This aiding fancy, blending Ihame and pride. 
Inflames with beauties it was meant to hide : 
With careleis eafe the nymph firfl ihapp'd her fan, 
Roll'd round her radiant eyes, and thus began : 
How canft thou, Philo, here delight to fit, 
Immers'd in learning, naftinefs, and wit ? 
Clean from the cheftrwhei« various odours breathe. 
And dying rofcs their laft fweets bequeath, 
A ihirt for thee, by my command, the maid 
Three hours ago before |he fire difplay'd ; 
The barber, waiting Ip renew thy face. 
Holds thy wig powdered in the f^-hostrd csnk ; 
Thy filken breeches, and tky hofe of thread. 
Coat, waificoat, all, lie ready on the bed« 
Renounce that odious pipe, iiSI fild^^ell. 
Where filence, duft, and pagan adftitf dwell : 
Come ! fhall the ladies wait in vain for thee ? 
Come ! tafte with us the charms of mirth and tea.*' 
As Philo heard confiis'd the filver found. 
His foul emerges from the dark profound. 
On the bright vifion frdl he tum'd his eyes : 
TouchM, as he gaz'd, with pleaiure and furprize. 
The &cSt £dnt dawnings of a finile appear'd. 
And now in adxo^eak, he fbx)k'd his beard, 

D 2 When 
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When from a ^If juA o*£r the £ur one's head, 
Down droppM Acachne by the vifcous thread. 
Back ilarts the nymph, with terror and difmay, 
" The {pidcrl oh!" — was all that Ihe could fay* 

At this the fage refum'd the look fevere, 
' Renounce, with woman's folly, woman's fear!' 
He faid, and careful to the fhelf convey'd 
The haplefs rival of the blue-eyed maid. 

Th'^normous deed aftonifh'd Cloe view'd. 
And rage the crimfon on her cheek renew'd. 
" Muft then, faid ihe, fuch hideous vermin crawl 
** Indulg'd, proteded, o'«r the cobwebb'd wall ? 
i^^SMNfl^ her quickly— ^ here her life I claim, 
^g'^g iwt fqr_tog l.<y decency, for fliame." 

* Shajfl^lPljljl^lt, replies the man of thought, 

* To flaves d? ciiftom, ne'er byreafon taught, 

* Who fpare no life that touches not their own, 

* By fear their cruelty reftrain'xi alone. 

^ No blam^cfs mfisfl lives its deilin'd hour, 

* Caught tn'^e murdering vortex of their power. 

* For me, the virtues of ^he mind I learn 

* From fage Arachne, for whofe life yo» burn ; 

* From her, when bufy all the fummerH day 

* She weaves the curious woof that fnares her prey, 

* I learn fair induftry and art to prize, 

* Admiring nature providently wife, 

* Who, tho' her bopnty unexhaufted flows, 
< Not daily bread on idlenefs beftows. 

* Arachnc, 
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* Araohne, ftill foperior to defpair, 

* Reftores with art what accidents impdr, 

* The thoufandth time the broken thread renews, 

* And one great end with fortitude purfues ; 

* To mc her toil is ne'er renew'd in vain, 

< Taught what the wife by perfeverance gain, 

* Warm*d by example to the glorious ftrife, 

* And taught to conquer in the fight of life. 

* When now with reft amidft her labours crouTi'd , 

* She watchful, patient, eyes the circle round, 

* I learn, when toil has well deferv'd fuccefs, 

* Hope's placid, calm, expeftance to poffefs, 

' With care to watch, with patience ftill to wait 

* The golden moment, tho' delay'd by fate,' 

Impatient Cloe thus again replied, 
<* How foon is error thro' each veil defcried ! 
** Still, boafting reaibn's power, how weak are we ! 
** How blind, alas ! to all we would not fee! 
** Elfe how could Philo, in a fpider's cauie, 
'* Talk thns-of mercy with deferv'd applaufe $ 
** Or call aught virtuous induftry and fkill, 
*< £xertedniE>Bly lu^prize and kill ? 
" The blamele6 iw^y whom no murder feeds, 
** For her, the vi^ttH.o^ ^er cunning, bleeds ; 
** Cunning I which when to wiidom we compare, 
** Is but to her, to me% what monkeys are." 

^ Hold! Philo cries, ^l^now, the fame decree 

* Gave her the fly, which "^ives the lamb to thee; 

D 3 < Or 



4 38 ] 

* Or why thofe wings adapted to Ac fnare» 

* Why intcrceptive hangs the net in air ? 

< As plain in thefe the precept, *' kill and eaet,** 

* As in thy ikill to canre the living treat/ 

To this, fhe cxies, *^ Perfuade me, if you can— 
<^ Man's lord of all, and all was made for man.'* 

< Vain thottght! the child of ignorance and pride 1^ 
Difdainful fmiling, quickly he replied, 

* To man, vain reptile I tell me of what ofe 

* Are all that Afiic^s peopled waflss produce ? 

* The nameleis monfters of the fwarming feas» 

* The pigmy nations wafted on the breeze ? 
^ The happy myriads, by his eyes nnfeen, 

^ ThaJt baik in flowers, and quicken all the green? 

* Why live thefe numbers bleft in nature's ftatci 

< Whf lives this fpider objeft of thy hatei 

* Why man ? but liie in common to pofleis, 

* Wide to difFule Ae ibeant of happin^s ; 

^ Bleft fhream ! th* o'erflowing of the.parent mind, 
^ Greatwithoatpride,.and without weakneis kind.' 
With downcafl: eyes, and iighs, and nx)deft airy 
Thus in foft founds jseplied the wily fairi 
** This fatal fubtilty thy books impart 
** To bafBe truth, when unfufiain'd by art^ 
** For this, when Cloe^oes at twelve to bed, 
" Till thiee you fit, in coaverfe with the dead; 
'< No wonder then, in vain my ikill's employed 
" To prov» it heft that vermin be deftrqy'd— • 

« But 
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** Bat tho' yoa proudly triumph o'er my (eXf 
«« Joy to confute* and reaibu but to vex, 
*< Yet, if you lov'd me, to oblige your wife, 
^< What could you lefs ! youM take a (pider's lifc« 
** Once to prevent my wiihes Philo fiew, 
«« But time, that alters all, has alter'd you. 
*« Yet mU, unchanged, poor Cloe's love remains; 
'^ Thefe tears my witnefs, which your pride difdains ; 
'< Thefe tears, at cmce my witnefs, and relief.'* 
Here paus'd the £ur, all eloquent in grief. 
He, who had often, and alone, o'erturn'd 
Witlings, and ibphifts, when his fury bum'dy 
Now yields to love the fortrefs of his foul ; 
His eyes with vengeance on Arachne roll, 

* Curs'd wretch, thou poifbnous quintefTenceof ill, 

* ThiQfepreciousdrops,unpumihM,ihaltthoufpill?' 
He faid, and, ftooping, from his foot he drew* 
Black as his purpofe, what was once a ihoe ; 
Now, high in air the fatal heel afcends, 
Reafon*s laft effort now the &i6kc fufpends ; 

In doubt he ftood— when, breath'd from Cloe's 
A fbuggling figh her inward grief expreft. [breaft, 
Fir'd by the (bund, * Die, forcerefs, die,* he cried. 
And to his arm his utmoft ftrength applied : 
Crufh'd falls the foe, one complicated wound. 
And the fmote fhelf returns a jarring found* 

On Ida*s top thus Venus erft prevail'd. 
When all the fapknce of Minerva fail'd : 

D 4 Thus 
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Thus to like arts a prey, as poets tel!. 
By Juno lov'd in vain, great Dido fell- 
And thus for ever Beauty ftiall controul 
The faint's, the fage's, and the hero's foul. 

But Jove with hate beheld th* atrocious deed. 
And Vengeance follows with tremendous fpeed ; 
In Philo's mind fhe quench'd the ray that fir'd 
With love of fcience, and with verfe infpir*d> 
Expung'd at once the philofophic theme. 
All fages think, and all that poets dream ; 
Yields him thus ch'ang'd a vafTal to the fair. 
And forth fhe leads him, with a vi6lor*s air : 
Drefl to her wifh, he mixes with the gay. 
As much a trifle, and as vain as they ; 
To Bx their power, and rivet faft the chain. 
They lead where Pleafure fpreads her foft domain ; 
Where, drown'd in mufic Reafon's hoarfer call. 
Love fmiles triumphant in thy groves, Vaux-halL 
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LIFE. AN ODE* 

Life ! the dear precarious boon ! 
Soon we Itffe, alas ! how foon ! 
Fleeting vifion, falfely gay ! 
Grafp'd in vain, it fades away. 
Mixing with furrounding fhades. 
Lovely viiion ! how it fades ! 
Let the mufe, in fancy's glafs. 
Catch the phantoms as they pafs : 
See they rife ! a nymph behold 
Carelefs, wanton, young and bold ; 
Mark her devious, hally pace, 
Antic drefs, and thoughtlefs face. 
Smiling cheeks, and roving eyes, 
Cauielefs mirth, and vain furprize— • 
Tripping at her fide, a boy 
Shares her wonder, and her joy ; 
This is Folly, Childhood's guide. 
This is Childhood at her fide. 
What is he fucceeding now. 
Myrtles blooming on his brow. 
Bright, and blufhing, as the morn. 
Not on eai'th a mortal bom ? 
Shafts, to pierce the ftrong I view. 
Wings, the flying to purfue ; 
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Viftim of his power^ behind 
Stalks a Have of human kind, 
Whofe difdain of all the free 
Speaks his mind's captiyity. 
Love's the tyrant. Youth the flave^ 

. Youth in vain is wife or brave ; 

' Love with confcious pride defies 
All the brave, and all the wi&. 
Who art thou with anxious mien 
Stealing o'er the ihifting fcenci 
Eyes, with tedious vigils red. 
Sighs, by doubts and wiihes bred^ 
Cautious flep, and glancing leer. 
Speak thy woes, and ipeak thy fear ; 
Arm in arm^ what wretch is he 
Like thyfelf, who walks with thee? 
Like thy own his fears and woes. 
All thy pangs his boibm knows : 
Well, too well ! my boding breaft 
Knows the names your looks fuggefit 
Anxious, bu(y, reftlefspairl 
Manhood, link'd by fate to Care. 
Wretched ftate ! and yet 'tis dear--«^ 
Fancy, clofe the profpe^ here 1 
Clofe it, or recall the paft, 
Spare-my eyes, my heart, the laft. 
Vain the wiih ! the laft appears, 
WJiiic I ^aze it fwims in tears^ 
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Age— my fhtore felf— I trace 
Moving flow with feeble pace* 
(Bending with difeafe and cares. 
All the load of life he bears ; 
White his locks, his vifage wan, 
^Strength, and eaie, and hope are gone* 
Death, the ihadowy form I know ! 
Death o*ertakes hsm, dreadful foe ! 
Swift they vanifh— -nonmfal fight» 
Night fucceeds, impervions night I 
What thefe dreadful glooms conceal 
Fancy's glafs can ne*er reveal ; 
When fhall time the veil remove ? , 
When fhall light the fcene improve? 
When ihall truth my doubts difpell? 
Aivfiil periodi who can tell ^ 
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AN ODE TO HOPE. 

COme ! lovely queen of endlefs finilcs, 
Whofe art the woes of life beguiles I 
With thee 1*11 rove, with thee I'll reft, 
Amidil thy fweet enchantments bleil ; 
O ! let me, with thy poppies crown'd, 
Unconfcious tiead this thorny ground ! 
Thy pleafing dreams before me fpread. 
And ftretch thy wings to guard my head» 
Secure amidft furrounding fbife, 
Nor wak*d by all the dorms of life ! 
The brighter fide of wealth and power. 
Shall blefs the viiionary hour ; 
Wealth, without care, ihall be pofleft. 
And power, without a guilty bread ; 
Pomp, free from flattery, and from fcorn. 
And love's fweet flower, without the thorn* 
While Fortune, with an erring hand. 
Her bounty fcatters thro' the land. 
And fools, and knaves the treafures find,. 
By heaven for knaves,, and fools, dclign'd. 
Not unrewarded Virtue fighs. 
In Hope her lafting pleafure lies ; 
iNor while Aftrea holds the fcale. 
Shall vice, and ponderous gold, prevail. 
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By Hope external wants fupplied^ 

She turns the beam on Virtue's fide. 

Here Time with fweeping ftroke deftroys. 

Like grafs, pofTeflion's tranfient joys, 

Hope, like the pine afpiring high. 

Can all the rage of time defy ; 

For each lopp'd bcanch, the vigorous root 

Ordains a double branch to fhoot. 

For one, a thoufand Hems arife. 

And bloom, and bear, beyond the ikies. 

If Hope n9 diHant blefling fhows. 

In Vain is all the world beflows ; 

If future joys her imiies difplay. 

In vain is allot takes away^ 

The lofs of power, of fame, of wealth* 

Yet more, of friends, of eafe, and'jhealth. 

By ftrength of mind we learn to bear. 

And live, and fmile, in fpite of care ; 

But lofing thee, all comforts fly, 

Wc languifh, we defpair, we die. 

Beyond our reach, but ilill in fight. 

Thy glittering objedls yield delight. 

If chance poffeffion brings them near. 

We lofe the fading joy in fear: 

What charmed the fight, as good and fair. 

When toudh'd, we mourn as clouds and air ; 

Yet fond the vapour to retain. 

Each parting fragment gives us paliv. 
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Thy^ cheerful light, with guiding ray^ 
Thro! life dircAs our doubtful way. 
Invites the journey to fulfil. 
Before us, and before us ftill ! 
The grave we reach, thy pointing hand 
Beyond it fhows the promis'd land, 
The laft, bell, effort of thy power 
Sufkins us in the dreadful hour. 
Thy charge, and all our travels, o*er. 
We leave thee oa the mortal ihorc. 
On realms unknown we land, and fhare 
A fate beyond thy influenoe there. 
Whatever in realnw unknown I be, 
Hope ! let me live on sacth with thee. 
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ODE TO PLEASURE. 

SIfler of Youth and haghing J07, 
Sweet Pleafttre, fbrrow-ibothing qiieen^ 
Daughter of Venus, ever-young. 

And Bacchus wreath'd with ivy green ; 
Whom on their laps the rofy-bolbm'd Hours, 
And all the Graces nurft beneath Idalian bowerd. 

O lead me to thy blifsfiil vale ! 

Where Hope and Health in fprightly round, 
Leifure, with Freedom hand in hand. 

In dance fantaftic beat the ground ; 
Where-e*er they ttcad the fjureft flowers arife. 
Embroidering all the green with ever-varying dies» 

Let the ftem pedant love to wafte 
Li ftudious fearch the tedious night. 

Attentive to the learned page 

By muiing taper's glimmering light, 

Whofe pen£ve ear no wakeful founds alarm, [charm . 

Save the lone owl, flow clock, or bellman's drowfy 

Me let the cheerful dance engage, 
Swift-urg'd along the lighted dome ; 

While with new^ warmth the virgin glows. 
Her cheek all flufli'd with freflier bloom ; 

Motion. 
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Motion and muiic tendered thoughts infpirey 
And all her yielding foul relents to foft deiire* 

Let the fage hermit fhun mankind. 
With pale-eyed Penitence to dwell. 

To freeze at midnight hours of prayer 
Within a Solitary cell ; 

Penurious on the verdant herb to fup. 

And of the chilling flream to drain his beechen cup. 

£e mine, aniidfl the focial band, ■ 
The raptures of champaign to tafte* 

Whofe vigorous juice new reliih gives 
To mutual converfe, Reafon's feaft» 

While old Anacreon feems to rife, add fay, 

«*, JBegone, ye toils of life, ye bufy cares, away I" 
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THE KITE. 

AN HEROI-COMIC POEM. IN TI^REE CANT09;. 

BY THE REV. OR. BACON. 

CANTO I* 

ARGUMENT.' 

Dian's charaAer. Gupid, jealous of her grbwing 
power, rtdres to her apartment, and feizes the 
copy-book by which fhe lirft learn'd to write, 
A defcription of it. He finds the young lady 
at her harp£chord. The particulars of her 
fong. 

TO chafe Ac timorous hare young Dian knew;. 
<^ thro* the woods the flying deer purfue ; 
O'er the high mound her courfer rag'd fecure, 
Eageu, yet confcious of the charge he bore : 
While health aufpicious mantled in her face, 
Glow'd on her cheek, and heightened every grace*.. 
Or if the clamorous echoes of the field 
To the gay dance, and fweeter mufic yield,. 
Her courtly motion fet the foul on fire, . 
And told us all the graces of the lyre. 
Vol. m. E ¥ 
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If "Dian at the frame difplay'd her power. 
And ctarg'd the needle with the future flower. 
New life, like feme kind deftiny, ihe gives, 
vVnd in a nobler loom th« * heroe lives : 
Here Ormond's duke, retired from martial cares. 
The peacefid icarlet ©f a tulip wears ; 
There great Eugene, in azure robes array *d, 
Confeft his toils and dangers well repaid ; 
Here grew, adorned with every fpreading grace. 
The purple honours of the gay Borlace ; 
On this fair ilalk the Gallic monarch ihone 
More poweiful on her apron, than his throne. 

Love, with a jealous eye, beheld tiK fair. 
Her conqueds numbered, and began to fear, 
Watch'd every glance that wander'd ixomher eye^ 
And faw with lefs fuccefs his arrows fly: 
** But muil that empire I derive from heavett 
** Be given to Dian all 1 fo cheaply given ! 
^ Nations no more at my dread altars bow ! 
*' And thei'e viftorioua ftiafts lie ufelefs nowi 
** Not fo the golden trophy Venus gain'd; 
*• 'Twas with the ruins of a Troy Ihc reign'd, 
*' When flighted Juno, raging withdeipair, 
*• Led llernly cut her booted Greeks to war. 

So griev'd the god ; and, ilung with fury, 5cd 
Wiiei e jealous rage and pale xefcntment led. 

* Alluding tx) particular names ^ivcn by floiifts, See, 

Sated 
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andfaftJt 
Rofe an alcove, where, rang'd in artful rows, 



Sacrod io feerecy and faft repofe, t^ 



{By Dian wrought) the drowfy poppy grows i 3 
The virgin here, like Sol's declifiing ray. 
Withdrew her luibc, and retir'd from day: 
Gay Fancy, ever wakiixg, here retaiins 
Her livelieft viiions, and her fofteft fcenes ; 
While Slumbers round their filent ftation talce, 
And &al thofe eyts that keep the world awake : 
Where wedding-cake, inipiring pleaiing dreams; 
The happy partner of her bed proclaims^ 
While goardiaa Loves the-morry dance begifl^ 
And jolly Hymen leads the bridegroom in. 
In cafkets here unnumbered trpphiiss lay. 
And loaded iObielves their mimic pOinp display; 
Here pap^-towns their waving turrets ihow. 
And forefts ^tun her fdflars taught to grow ; 
There the proud fliip extends its wonderous frame^ 
And to the maid brings home eternal fiune ; 
Carnations here the lingering eye xegak, 
Here ever blows the lilly of the Vale^ 
The laviih rofe here wantons atl the year. 
So Ipreads its blooming leaves, fo blufhes here^ 

Here, to repair his lofs, poor Cupid Hies^ . 
And daKs in every calk his refUefs eyes. 

Beneath a gilded pile of billet-deux, 
Cupid at length the marbled quarto views;* 

E 2 Thirt 
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That taught her words a fable hue to wear^ 
And bid them pleafe the eye as well as ear*^ 
In virgin order the coy letters move. 
Nor modefl know the clofer ties of love ; 
Yet not the chief that boafts a flourifh'd train, 
(The rolling beauties of a hafty pen) 
With all his gaudy ornaments, could pleafe 
More than the fimple elegance of thefe. 
Here A, by himfelf A, fumam'd the great> 
With awful front overlooks the little ftatc^ 
And, like iEneas, with majeftic pace, 
T' Italian order leads his letter'd race ; 
While, next him, little a, with youthful pride. 
Trips, like lulus^ by his father's fide : 
Here, bending c's difclofe half orbs of light. 
Like the new honours of the queen of night : 
There i, like the fifth Edward, flands difplay'd. 
His crown for ever hanging o'er his head : 
There o, diitinguifh'd by his curious round ; 
And q by children in the corner found : 
The s, with arched^ neck, and tail reclin'd; 
And the twin u's is iacred friendfhip join'd* 
Each letter thus, by different beauties known. 
In order led the gay fucceffion on- 

Trembling with eager joy, he fnatch'd the prize; 
Dian no more grew hateful to his eyes : 
And now in hafte his golden wings he fpread. 
And, all impatient; fought the beauteous maid. 

F«'d 
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Fix'd to the Iyre» he found the tuneful fair ; 
The myftic numbers well defcrv'd his ear. 
She fungy when ghofb approach, why lights burn 
Why candles fhow the future billet-doux; [blue; 
WTiy, from the taper, rofe the virgin-ftrife. 
Why chafteft breath recalls k into life ; 
Why the young Hylas bids his father run 
T'obey the fummons of a watery fun ; 
And why, to think, ihould aid the houfewifc's fkill. 
And throf the joint conduA the lucky Heel ; 
What certain ills fucceed, if crickets call ; 
Why ftates and falt-fellers together fall. 
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CANTO SL 

"A R G V M E K T. 

Cupid opensr kh iiAgn of making die Kite^ and 
offers has sttas to Diaiu The Lores ddcend. 
The plan for the Kite is laid out by a mechanical 
Love» who begs Cupid's bow of Dian. They 
all a^ in the woHs, till the leaves of the cc^-^ 
book are nfed. Here Mercury feaibnaHy fur* 
niflies them with a^ of parliament. The taiY 
is finifh'd} and the lanthorn added by Dian. 
Cupid -receives it, and inftitntes the game of 
leaping over the candle. A ihort epiibde oa 
this fubjedt. 

THE virgin ceas'd ; and Venus^ finiling ion 
(The volume waving in his hand) begun* 
•* If e'er I taught diat breaft to fall and rife, 
*< And emptied qurrers from thofe fparklihg eyes ; 
«« If I, the lover fweedy to beguile, 
♦* Spread o'er thofe dimpled cheeks that winning 
** Let Cupid once his eameft wiih obtain ; [imile ; 
** Hear what he aiks, nor let him aik in vain. 
*' Know then, fair maid, from Love's great ibvereigh 

<< know, • 

'' Has Cupid ougkt ? •— *Tis «di fair Dian*s nowi 
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<< The world receives thy edifts witli applavfe^ 
<< And Lore's liege fabjedb hear from thee their Iaws<t 
<< Thee ihall the Graces, thee the Smiles attend^ 
'^ And yoang Defires asomd their camp extend. 
** But fhall thefe hands no mark of Bivour boail, 
'' £.ebb^d.of their arms— -my bow, my quiver loft I 
*\Ak I kt the /kilfol maid a frame prepare, 
** Thefe leaves (Ho heavenhas doom'd) moftriie in airt 
" .Then» bom on Zephyn» fliall thywork be Ceen>. 
*< And diibmt eyes adore the wing'dmachine : 
^ Cupid well-pleas'd fhall guide its eafy fiight> . 
*^ And Dian too fhall view its wonderous height I 
** A% Jove's command, the royal eagle flies, 
^ And bears his rolling thunder thro*^ the fkies ;, 
" The gaudy peacock flruts in plumy pride^ 
'' And ftalks majeftic by a Juno's fide ; 
*' And, tho' mamma prefers her wanton dove^. 
«< Cupid fhall have a better bird than Jove." 

Thus urg'd the power of love-— Agreed — fBe 
And reach'd the bow and quiver from his fide; [cried^ 

Now to their pofb a thoufand Loves defeend,. 
And round the fais with bufy zeal, attend ; 
Among them one, whom long experience bleit 
With a mechanic head above tl^e refl. 
He fona'd the ruff ia good Eliza's daysr 
And firft confin'd the. flender waill in ftays ;: 
He £rfl with beauty-fpots adorn'd the maid,. 
And bidher borrow Mrc from.theu &e^ v 

E 4 V^ 
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He knit the lovers-knot in times of c^cU 
And form'd the circle of the bridal goldi 
He on the ear iirft hung the fparkling rings^^ 
His was the tucker ; his the Idfling-ftrings. 
He £rft in canvas hoop enclosM the maid; 
Tiim'd the round coif; and rais'd the fBAen*d heaS. 
While other Loves the pafle, or packthread brought* 
Drew out the plan^ and built the bird in thought; 
Heibught the wand, which £rft her grandfire bore, 
Th'exprcflive^nfign of the fheriff's power; 
This next the infant Dian adive fbt>de. 
And round the parlour fancied journ^s rode? 
(Its mane» like gold, in glittering tinfel fpread# 
And painted fb^amers nodded o'er its head) 
But now mifs Molly, with becoming ipeed, 
Prefs'd with her wanton weight the nimble reed: 
Artful he tempts the little fair to flay, 
And lleals the iong^defcended gift away. 
^is ufeful theft the winged band approve, 
F^ir Dian (mil'd, and thus began the Love. 

** Ah, generous viftor, fpare one ufeful toy ! 
** Ah ! let us once again the bow enjoy ! 
<< Thofe eyes alone can greater mifchiefs do, 
' < Want not our ikill, and wound without our bowi 
'< Be thine the turtles ! be the fparrows thine; 
** And keep the quiver ! — but the bow refign ! 
** Crown'd with its arch, Maria'js horfe ihall rife, 
'^ And trail thy labours thro' the wondering fkiesl'* . 
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Thus :he : nor fued in vain » the maid gave ear^ 
And with a graceful nod received his prayer. 

And now, difrob'd of all its ufelefs pride. 
Firm to the bow the pliant reed ihe tied ; 
As when (ibme full, but diilant, mark in view) 
With ilretch'd-oatann the Parthian draws his yew; 
The ihing, declining from its dofing ends. 
Obliquely to the arrow's head deficends.: 
So fell the cord, fo flood the captive fteedj 
By Dian's hand to jife,.fbr nobler flights decreed. 

The little Loves, not idle by her fide. 
For various works the manufcript divide : 
Thofe o'enthe fnrface fpiead its Jeaves, while theie 
Colled the iacred relicks for the Aays. 
Exulting Cupid too his tribute brings, 
And waves on Jhigh the deeply-fcollop'd wings « 
With art divine thcfringe he gathered round. 
And with a £lken cordxhe taflels bound : 
His bow with thefe the power of .love adorns. 
And the gay pendants tremble from its horns. 

Yet, ah ! what boots his care ? what griefs attend ? 
At once his hopt;, his joy, and labour, end 1 
The volume failsi-^— and ftill unfinifh'd lies 
The bird of Love ! fUll wants a tail to jifei 

But while around th' imperfeA work they wait. 
Or by the filent maid all penfive fate, 
iiermes, (fo bids the laughter-loving-dame) 
Xike an old jn^ce of the quot\uxi> C8a&&» 



[ 5« I 

A. dark fuD-bottbni'd wig his temples (hades^ 
And o'er his ihoulders venerably fpreads ; 
An antUot cane his fleady fbot^epi guide ; 
And an old fword ftuck ftiffly by his £de i 
With a long file of fenate-ads he came, 
Tkefe tax'd the land— -and thoie fecur'd ikM.gaaat% 
In Dian'3 ikilftil hand he left die prize. 
And, quick a$ thought, ihot upv^cardto the fkier. 
With cautions ikill the fhining^fteel ihe guides. 
And in fmall remnants Hermes' gih divides. 
Speeches of kings came flouiiih'd from her hand; 
And furrd, like heroe's pltwiesy their edi& fiand : 
Laws hung like cambnck oa^tke wriAs of beaux;. 
And Anna's a^ look'd like her forbeloea : 
Thefe nicely-gather'd on her lace ihe ibung^ 
And on the bird deccees of nations, hung. 
Of proclamations next a dome (he frames,. 
Enclos'd within, a living taper flames : 
Thro' equal folds its wanton blazes play, 
And wavy rounds tradmit the iilver ray. 

Cupid with reverence receives the prize, 
(A thottfand traniports Sparkling in his eyes :) 
'< And fhalL great actions public triumphs grace, 
" And does thy work (he cried) deferve them lef»F 
** When Python by Apollo's arm lay flain, 
** And flretch'd his livid body o'er the plain, 
** Revolving feafons did the deed proclaim, 
*^ And fpoke the conqueHin the. Pythiaa game : 
*.. . ** Id* 
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<< In ereiy agediff joA reward was due, 
^ And RoRum games,, as Roman heroes, grew r 
<^ Rut ftill to Lore pfoceed na fblemn (hows, 
^ No myrtle garland bind' tlir TiAdr's brows. 
*< Hence theft ^all the gay yooth and a^ive maid 
♦* In'merry gambols fly o'er • Nancy's head, 
*< (For luuyw, that tremUiiig light which g£mmers 
« WasNancy once, a maid likeDxan fidr ) [there,. 
** Wbem merry fport* the hoary ieale» brings, 
^ And raifes hinds ^rom (laves to (hort-liVd kings, 
*' Wbea Rofe the drelmg monarchy obtains, 
'' And dreadful whi&crs mark difloyal Avains. 
<< This fare, atleaft,^ may Nancy's memtny claim, 
^ AndDian'sworkdonand a winter evening's game." 

Thus (poke the God, then fpread his golden wings. 
And o'er the waving taper adive fprings ; 
Fair Venus' ions the great example view,^ 
And o'er the light their vaulting chief purfue. 

But fay, my mu(e ((ince thou alone canft tell) 
How Nancy liv'd, and how lamented £eli ! 
Nancy, a virgin of the veftal train. 
Hymen in marriage (ought ; but fought in vain* 
In vain he (faxnre with all his joys to move. 
And warm her marble breaft to nuptial love : 

* Thi), with the following 'epifode, refers to the riddle^ 
Little white Name;, &c« 

The 
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The nymphy regardlefs of his prayers and %hs, 
From his embraces pale and panting flies ; 
The God parfued ; —and now had reach'd the fair. 
As thus fhe cried—" O holy Vefta, hear] 
^ Let Nancy jftill, amid thy maiden choir^ 
** From Hymen free, pnefervc thy living fire I*' 
She faid:— -and fudden to a taper turn'd, 
Jind in his circling arms, HiU trembling, bum'd. 
" Yet fhalt thou, Hubborn maid, enrag'd he cried, 
"At all my wedding-feafls attend the bride; 
-•* Where-ever Hymen's <jall*d, thou too be diere, 
** A witnefs to thofe joys thou wouldft not iharCi'* 

Thus he— -and on his NaQcy filent gaz'd» 
As her white petticoat around, her blasM. 
.So great Alcides^ from the world retir'd. 
And flaming, in the magic-ihirt^ expir'd* 



^ANTO 
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CANTO HI, 

One of ihe Loves is fent to j^las, for a profperotis 
gale to fly the SLite. bolus's cell defcribed. 
The Love returns with the gale to Dian. Cup^i 
l^ves diredions fi>v the flight. Jimo's envy, 
who fends Iris to cut the flring. The Kite is 
turned into a flar. 

BUTCnpid now, with anxious thoughts opprefs'd, 
Ceas'd from his fport^ and thus the Loves 
addrefs'd r 

" Thus for have Jove and Fate propitious (honCr 
'< Our bird is finifli'd, and one labour done ! 
** Its iafety is our next, our chiefefl: care,. 
«< While high^tfoars thro* pathlefi fields of air^ 
" To guard it from the whirlwind's rapid power, 
** Or careful fliieldit fiom the treacherous fliowcr: 
** Will ^olusy implor'd^ refufe his aid ? 
** Or Jove deny, when Love and Dian plead r" 

Scarce had he ended,, but a Love withdrew. 
And on the wings of generous duty flew ; 
Nor tarried till he reach'd the diflant* cells. 
Where the hoarfe wind's imperious tyrant dwells.. 
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Herel}reath*d the South, that falls in genial ikowers^ 
And gentle Zephyrs^ ciownM^ith ^ernftliowers ; 
There blew theEaft, that buttons breafts of beaux. 
And over Cloe's jiedc the tippst throws ; 
Or with the North in dreadful union raves^ 
Whirls oiVr thp-mam, and soils the middifig wamk. 

So (if givat things nay be conpar^d widi£njili. 
And troubled ocetos tto a jog af jfe) 
When Tsttle heats the dank duttchecn heriba). 
And to her toodi prefares the jgoeanMig hovA f 
Her giddy hands the mingling finids ihake. 
And the white bubbles o'er the the Air^e break. 

Umrasaber^d ^virgins crond on every fide» 
To varioos psnifiuneAts oondemnVifor pride. 
Belinda heie her pins and powder tries» 
And the dear glafi wit^ ^vitkfs labour eyes : 
Behind her chair the ruffiing North attends* 
And ever dsicompoles as ihe mends : 
Haw vi^ncs ibam sround dw-cmd itor. 
And winds tiiat 'whifCk notlang Iwt defpaiiw 
There Axnoret cold pierdjig blafts pilrfne» 
And ftain her nofe iwith «verLifting blue ! 
Others^ -whoielioops unwary youths «n£aQi!d, 
Here nin— — O L*— -di £> xumpled and afhanfd ! 

Thro' theie the Love (and nottegardlefs) went» 
As onward to the monarch's throne he bmt. 
The merchant here his ready aid implores. 
And aiks a brij;hter gale from India's (hores : 

There 
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There, locklefi Hdro for a calm ittti«at% 
While her Leandcr ^teix^pts the £ital ftrdg^ts? 
And black-e^e48u&n with impatience bums, 
To know how foon fweet William's ihip returns t 
Whilft ^ol 'niidft his guards, in aw&i ibte» 
Array'd in &nv like &iiffia's ^feverdgn, fate ; 
His ftretch'd-Qut asm difpenfing profjienms gales. 
To fame and ooaqaeft fivclh Bntansia's iaHs. 

Now all waslittftfd, and Love his £lem:e broke. 
And. thus the wind-campelling king beipoke.: 

" If ever Dian*s beauty reach'd thy cell, 
«« If e*cr thine eye beheld the fportiFC belle, 
« When the fair hnntrefs, foismoft of the tram, 
< ' Grew to her fleed, and^icower'd. along the plain : 
<< If JEol then inconicious rapture ftray'd, 
«< And ronndherjieck, in glad confuiion, play'd;; 
•* If then, with greedy joy, her lips he prefsM, 
<* Rumpled her tucker, and onveil'd her bread; 
«' That hand, that did lb oh thy blifs reprove, 
< * Gives to thy charge, :this day, the bird of Love : 
*^ Let Zeph}T8 thenin^adtive whifpers breathe, 
-• But every other wind be Ail 1 -as death ! 
'< This Pan bejdune, andfuch in love its power, 
** Not Jove, inallhisihapes, e'er boafted move. 
" When future paffions Audi thy breaft invade, 
** Be thia the prefent to the favourite maid ; 
'* Its iheet unfwl'd reveals a fcene of gold, 
** And Love in ambuih lies in every fold ; 

« Soof^ 
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*« Soon as her hand thefe painted altars raife, 
*' The nymph, not vainly, with my arrows play?f 
** This ever ihall new thoughts of thee fagge&r 
** And bear thee to her lips, and waft thee to her 
" breaft." 

Thus he— • and the grim monarchof the wind, 
In fwelling bags a happy gale confin'dr 
With thefe well ^ught, the Love returns to day, 
And back to Dian wings his liquid way. 

Now with the bird fhe feeks the flowery meads, 
(Fancies and dazies fpring where-e'er fhe treads ;) 
The little Loves around, with decent pride. 
Hang on her hoop, and triumph by her fide^ 

Lo ! mid the ranks, fuperior, Cupid moves,- 
And iflues out his orders to the Loves ; 
To thefe he gave the lanthom, and the tail. 
But trebly charg'd 'em to fupply the gale. 
A chofen cohort from the reft he dr^. 
And to their care affign'd th' important clue. 
*' Soon as the maid in equal poife fuftains, 
" And on her arm my bird obliquely leans, 
** You forward hafte — (this glove Ihall be the fign) 
** With judgment to contrary or give it line; 
** Do you with caution from the tail repair, 
*' But yield the lanthom with diftinguifh'd care! 
** Who diligent this day attends my bird, 
♦* His hand ihall, next to Cupid's, hold the cord.**^ 
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The glov« was wav'd— the fteady engine (ItWt 
Sprung into air, and Jef2en*d to the view ; 
Proudly it fail'd, on crouding Zephyrs born» 
And every Love was pilot in his turn : 
Dian tranfported too beheld it fly, 
And to the taper grew her aking eye. 

Bfit Cupid timorous faw its height in air. 
And thought his bird too diilant from his care. 
Twas he the melTenger decreed to fend. 
And' would, by proxy, on his bird attend: 
^^Tiat better than a billet-doux may prove 
The tender reprefentative of Love / 
For, lo ! the maid a gild^ fheet imparts. 
That breath'd unfeigned flames, and real darts. 
Led by the clue, its rapid flight it fleers. 
And to the bird his airy fummons bears. 

Ah ! what avail its eafy- waving wings ? 
And length of tail, thatboafts fucceflive adls of kings I 
How frail our fpan of time I how fix'd its date I 
How foon the noblefl: labours yield to fate ! 
Sleep-breaking care, gay pleafure, and pale woe. 
Meet in one flream ! and in one channel flow ! 
Virtue but like a fluning vapour flies ! 
And when it brightefl blazes foonefl dies I 
For Juno now, (with memorable fpight !) 
Saw Cupid's bird, and ficken'd at the fight ! 
Her pad difhonour all her breaft alarms ; 
Venus preferr'd, and her own flighted cKatm^'. 

Vol. hi. F ^^^ 
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No>y from her eye a gleam of envy break^i 
And all the goddefs to rerenge awakes : 
" Shall Juno then, inglorious, quit the field? 
«* And, unrevcng'd, the palm of beauty yield? 
*' If Ida's goddefs boafts fuperior charms, 
" Why did my Jove prefer me to his arms ? 
*^ But (till her impious hands detain the prize; 
** Her power encreafes I and her altars rife ! 
" While I to partial fate unheard complain, 
" And call for vengeance to the gods in vain ! 
** But fwift thro' ether let my Iris glide, 
** And hang my keeneft icifiars by her fide : 
•* For, lo! where yonder glimmering ray appears, 
** Her urchin's bird its airy journey ftcers I 
** There all his joy on one fmall thread depends, 
•* That cut — at once his hope and empire ends I" . 

She faid : and Iris to her charge repairs. 
And reach'd the firing— » and clos'd the fatal iheers I 

Thrice was the baleful raven heard to croak. 
And hollow groans from heavy echoes broke ! 
Screech-owls around the dire event foreihew. 
And Cynthia from the mournful fcene withdrew! 
Night, filent, bore it blazing thro' the air. 
And deck'd her mantle with the riling fUr. 
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THE COPERNICAN SYSTEM. 

BY THB LATE SAM. EDWARD8> A. B. OP 
TRIN. COL. CAMB. 

WRITTEN IK THE YEAR MDCCXXXVIII. 

ASfifty Urania, the adventurous fong, 
Tliat from the towery height of heaven doft view 
Unchanged rotations^ and harmonious fpheres ; 
By thee, th* infpir'd Chaldiean firft obferv'd 
The various motions of the fhining ftars. 
And mark'd the rifing or the fetting fun. 
Whether in Aries, or in Libra, feen. 
His courfe performing thro' th' etherial fpace 
By twelve confpicuous figns well known, that fhow 
The utmoft margin of his rapid fway : 
In antient times fb thought : but now the fun 
Fix'd in the centre of fix orbits glows. 
Lightening fix planets that around him roll ; 
Fix'd, as o'er Gibeon once when ftill he Hood, 
Or as the moon in lowly Ajalon, 
When Joihua*s mighty arm delb*oy'd the foes 
Oflfracl, and Jehovah, Ifrael'sLord: 
Hence light and heat imparting all around, 
(Diffufive fountain both of light and heat) 
And vegetative force to all extends, 

F 2 Yv^'s^ 
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From glowing Mercury to Saturn's &02en orb. 

Say, Mufe, for well thou know'ft, what planet firft 
The fun furrounding, takes its ambient couHe ; 
Swift Mercury firft feels the burning fun. 
That erft in air us'd unconfin'd to rove. 
The nimble-footed meflenger of heaven ; 
Now clofe confin'd, a -narrower limit knows 
In fiery regions, and the blaze of day : 
Dark with exceflive luftre, feldom'feen 
By eyes on earth, but when th' all-feeing fan. 
Hid and eclips'd by th* intervening moon» 
Unwillingly is loft ; *tis only then 
Thou, Mercury, art vifible on earth. 

Swift is his motion, as the trad not large* 
That moving in his circlet he defcribes. 
For in the fpace of three revolving moons 
His journey finifh*d, he again renews. 

To thee, O Venus, next I tune my fong. 
As next in order plac'd, fo next in light ; 
Goddefs of pleafing and of foft defire. 
That on the Paphian and the Cyprian groves 
With influence fweet look'ft down, thy parent fcas . 
Behold rejoicing, when thy fhining lamp 
Afcending, or defcending, cuts its way : 
Whether thouVt Hefpems, or Phofphor call'd. 
Now evening's grace, and now the morning's pride, 
For if at fetting fun thy orb we view, 
When doubtful twilight overihadcs the face 

Of 
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Of heaven and earth, thou Hefperus, deign'H to hear; 
But if at morn we (py thy glimmering rays, 
Tis then thou'rt chang'd, another and the fame ! 
Bright Phofphor hail! — to watchful Ihepherda 

known. 
That in the meadows tend their fleecy care. 
Greeting the day with merry pipe and glee. 

Nor does the moon alone her figure change. 
Even thou art mutable, alike thy form, 
Hom'd, or full orb'd, at different times appears ; 
Tranfportcd at the fight, old Vulcan fmiles. 
In air to fee thee by thofe iigns adorn 'd. 
Which he on earth for thee contented bore. 
Bright as thou art, and cloath'd in lucent beams. 
Yet when in clofe conjundlion with the fun, 
A fpot in his refplendent diik thou'rt feen. 
And deck'ft his cheeks, as Daphne once his brows : 
But oh ! more kind, for never in thy round 
In point of oppofition art thou feen. 

Next rolls this earthly ball, the feat of man. 
Obliquely cutting its etherial courfe 
Thro* twelve bright conflellations, that adorn 
Heaven's azure vault, unalterably fix'd. 

Firil in his golden fleece the Ram leads on 
With wonder and aflonifliment the Bull ; 
Fierce, as when once a god he ftemm'd the fea. 
Bearing his lovely burden thro' the waves. 
Secure of tempeil : but not fo Leander, 

F 3 Profperous, 
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ProfperOttSy attained the long wifh'd Seftiaa fhore. 

Then next advance the Twins, and then the Crab, 
The brindled Lion, and the bluihing Virgin, 
And Libra next, that weighs in equal fc:ales 
Day anfweringjiight in length, and night the day. 

The Scorpion now fucceeds, a fiery ftar. 
Stretching amain his formidable claws ; 
Whence Caefar kens the votive world below. 
If Cxfar haply fhines a ilar on high. 
And fheds fweet influence down on thee, O Rome. 

The hideous Archer next, with full-bent bow. 
Half man, half beaft, a monfler terrible. 
As e'er was feign'd to guard th'etherial plains. 

Then bearded Capricorn attrafts oar view. 
Looking with wiihful tyes upon the urn, 
Gu filing with fluent flreams, as many a goat 
On craggy mountain's top in antient Wales, 
Or from the Wreeking's vafl flupendous height 
Looks down upon the Severn's fllver flreams. 
Laving the flowery banks of fruitful Salop. 

The wintery Fiihes clofe the heavenly rear. 
Their ilation 'tween Aquarius and the Ram. 

Lo ! thefe the flgns of days, of months, and years; 
For when, thro' twelve bright conflcllations, £arch 
Unwearied hath her radiant journey run ; 
Jh rem whence it firfl fet out, it takes its courfe. 
"^riines alfo and their feafons well they note ; 
For when the fun in fleecy Aries'.fcts, 

The 
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The frdh returning fpring, the heart of man 

And beaft rejoices, with new vigour fraught. 

Pleased to behold the captivating fcenc. 

When new-fprung glories raviih every eye. 

And fweet variety adorns the meads. > 

Oh ! then how pleafurable 'tis to rove 

On banks of Cam, or liis, fam'd in fong, 

To meditate the great Creator's praife ; 

Who in his works fo manifeft is feen. 

As far as nature can her Author paint ! 

But when th* exalted fun in Cancer rides, 
Exceffive heats enfue ; 'tis then the plains 
Parch'd, and divided into many a crack, 
Gape and invoke the long fnfpended fhowers ; 
Deep-founding thunders roll, while from the clouds 
The long imprifon'd vapours burft their way. 
And the red lightnings dart their dreadful gleams. 
Making day hideous: — Round the grazing beafls 
Fly trembling, and their dark receffes feek. 

When equal Libra next brings forth the day. 
And raging Sinus fierce at midnight glares, 
Prefaging fbrms, and pefHlence, and death ; 
Then frequent funerals in long order fhine. 
And add a double horror to the night ; 
And wider would extend their dreary doom. 
But for the cheerful gift of that kind God, 
That loads with cluttering grapes the bending vines. 

But when Aquarius fheds its humid influence, 

F 4 Dark 
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Dark mifis the traveller feels : — But ftacy, my Mu& 
Urge not a theme already fo well fnng. 
Smooth, as the ice they fing, thy niimbers flow, 
* Great Bard, we quake and (hndder at thy froft! 
O ! may they never, who defpife thy Mufe, 
Alive or dead, be by thy Mufe adorn'd. 

Nor (hall the earth's attendant pafs unfung. 
Sole ^bitrefs of night, the pale-eyed moon, 
Conftant in her inconftancy ; 'ds Ihe 
Can raife or can deprefs the boifierous ocean. 
In Zenith towering, or in Nadir low : 
Oft at thy pallid glimpfe the fairy elves. 
With nimble feet, the circling dance perform 
In feme thick grove, or round a mofly fpring ; 
Sipping from acorn cups the pearly dews, 
And midnight revels celebrate with joy 
To Mab their queen, and Oberon their king. 

Oh ! thou the moft irregular of all 
The planets, that defcribe their floping way. 
Why is thy courfe protraAed long and large. 
What time the jolly huntfman's cries refound ? 
Is't to behold thy lov*d Endymion's face. 
That oft was wont, in forefts wild and wide. 
To chafe the fcudding hare, or trembling deer« 
O'er many a riiing hill or lowly dale ? 
Him to revifit oft thy filver fphere 

* Mr. Tliompfpn, author of a poem called Winter* 

(S. 
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(So poets fing)' in heaven forfaken flood* ' 

Nor does the moon uncertain warning give 
Of future florms ; for if a reddi(h hue 
Its full orb'd diik o'erfpreads, then ftorms exped. 
And tempefts yet to come, to vex the main 
With rage impetuous ; who then would choofe 
Way-ward abroad companionlefs to rove» 
Thro' dreary deferts, and unpeopled plains ? 

Nor equal always is thy luftre feen. 
For dim fufFuiion oft and duiky (hade. 
From earth projcfted, intercepts thy light. 
Whole, or in part eclips'd ; in vain the found 
Of tinkling cymbals, and the direful clang 
Of brazen cauldrons, rung by vulgar hands. 
Thy labours thus attempt to mitigate. 

Next fiery Mars, whofe dreadful Iport is war, 
Afcending terrible fhoots forth his rays. 
That led th' imbattlcd deities to fight; 
Now unattended ihines : for no fair moon 
By night his fphere adorns, but fierce his look. 
Fierce, as when once he rag'd at Ilium's walls. 
When (buck by Diomed's adventurous arm : 
But oh ! what lucklefs fete, what chance of war. 
Great hero, led thee in ill-fated hour, 
With erring lance to wound fair beauty's queen f 

Majeftic next, and flow in awful Hate, 
Rolls Jupiter immenfe ; an equal bulk 
Of all the wandering planets none can boaft ; 

Attended 
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Attended in hit conrfe by four bright moons. 
That ^thftl lend their well accepted light. 
Thus equal, nature in her works decreed. 
By moons to aid a twelve years winter's froft : 
Nor fummers there, if iummers there be known, 
Refufe th' aifiibinceof thofe grateful lights. 

Nor da thy moons alone our wonder raife. 
When turious we behold thy many belts 
That gird thy fpadous body round and large, 
Form'd from thick vapours, or eruption dire ; 
Or was't from hence thy flaming lightnings fiew. 
Drawn to transfix the rafh Titanian race. 
That with prefumptuous arms provoked thy power. 
O'er mountains heap'd on mountains, when they 
Thy empire to difpute in impious war ? [drove 

Next then— but a long interval between. 
Behold we tardy Saturn's livid face, 
In diftance far remote ; the folar rays 
Scarce cheer ^ith light his unrejoicing orb ; 
But for five moons, that in alternate dance 
Around him as their centre circling move, 
Darkneis intenfe would overfpread his face. 
Nor mean thy light, that from thy luceiit ring 
Powerful refle^ed on thy furface fhines/ 
That now a gilt horizon round thee feems. 
Like to that light at clofe or dawn of day 
When feen on earth ; now a refplendent arch 
'Midfl heaven's extended plains, like that hli bow, 

Con- 
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Conipknons in the clouds, preiaging calma. 

Our laboar now the direful comets urge. 
Glaring uemendous thro' the vaft expanfe. 
Threatening deilrttdian* and the wreck of woftds ; 
But that ftrid bounds diredl and guide their ooarie. 
Set, when th' Almighty, in creating hour« 
From chaos call'd the glorious uniyeHe, 
And fix'd the ftars, and bid the planets mov.e« 

Where ether's fpace immcuife eludes our view. 
And planets in their orbs in order range. 
There free as air the fiery comets rove. 
And direful orbs their rapid courfe esrtend* 
. Nor are their ways confus'd or intricate^ 
Irregular in winding mazes loil. 
Eccentric error conftant to itfelf. 
To one law fobjed, one unerring rule 
Of force attradive ; thus unwearied they 
Now fweep the utmofl confines of the world. 
Now bafking in the neighbourhood of the fun ; 
Then fwiftly flying his too piercing heat, 
•Rejoicing, they afcend thc^r labours to refume. 

Long trads of light attend their dreadful couHe, 
But truft not to thy view a foreign light, 
And fpurious honours deck their glowing mafs ; 
Denfe atmofpheres emit their furtive beams. 
Frequent and thick, by heat intenfe exhal'd : 
The moon thus, with fraternal luftre bright. 
Darts borrow'd rays, and glories not her own. 

There 
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Thcte are, that fate foretelling bes beJleve^ 
And confckms ftars.t' infped the &6ts of men. 
And threaten wars from diftant climes to come. 

Henc^ ftupid and amaz'd» the vulgar fear, 
And fceptred monarchs tremble on their thrones; 
Then happy he, who with his virtue arm'd, 
Unterrified amidft the crufh of worlds. 
Meets willingly his long expedled fate. 

-But oh ! ye lights, and influencing flars. 
Where then was fled your eflicacious power. 
When towering Newton's eyes were clos'd in death. 
Or were ye bent hii prefence to obtain. 
To whom on earth fo well your ways were known ? 

Hail ! glorious fhade, in antient times foretold 
* By Sage prophetic ; thou th* illuftrious he 
Deftin'd to grace a new Auguftan age ; 
But when th' archangel's latefl: trump fhall found. 
And riven orbs deftrudlion dire confefs. 
Then fhall thy fyflem fail, and nature's face 
Renew'd in everlafling luftre fliine. 

Then death fliall conquer death, the dreary tomb 
Shall fend forth glories that fliall never fade. 
The damn'd fhall mourn the funeral of death. 
And life, not death, of fin the wages be. 

Frauds dark as night, and civil difcords brood. 
When flars even blufh at what is done below ; 

♦ Seneca. 
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For nc*cr in heaven more frequent fires were fecn. 
Than when, the blood .afCaefar tin£tur*d Rome. 
Nor doft thouy Rome, alone the flaughter weep 
Of fathers* children,, brothers, hufbnnds, wivea, . 
Even Albion once in grief could vie with thee. 
When Albion's fons, 'gainft Albion's fons arbfe. 

But ceafe inteftine broils ; fo George commands. 
And whet your ihining inftruments of war, 
Employed much better on Iberian plains ; 
And teach the treacherous foul in war to know 
The juft refentment of a peace refus'd. 
Of violated leagues, and broken faith : 
Aftraea fhall return to blefs our ifle. 
And a new Athens in Britannia xxfoj» 
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j 

tM tTATtD|BT MR. T H O. BLACKLOCK. 

A Rife, my foul ! on wings fcrapliic rife ! 
And pndfeth' Almighty Sovereign of the ikies ! 
In whom alone eflential glory fhines» 
Which not the heaven of heavens, nor boundlefs fpace 
When darknefs nil'd , with univerfal fway, [confines I 
He fpoke, and kindled up the blaze of day : 
Firft faireft offspring of th* omnific word ! 
Which, like a garment, cloath'd its fovereign lord. 
He ftretch'd the blue expanfe from pole to pole. 
And fpread circumfluent ether round the whole. 
Of liquid air he bade the columns rife. 
Which prop the ftarry concave of the (kies. 
Soon as he bids, impetuous whirlwinds fly 
To bear his founding chariot thro* the flcy : 
Impetuous whirlwinds the command obey, 
Suflain his flight, and fweep th' aerial way. 
Fraught with his mandates, from the realms on high, 
Unnumber'd hofts of radiant heralds fly 
From orb to orb, with progrefs unconfin'd, 
At lightning fwift, reiifllefs as the wind. 
His word in air this ponderous ball fuftain'd. 
" Be fixt" he faid — and fixt the ball remain'd. 

Heaven, 
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Heaveoy air, and iea, tho* all their flonns CQmbine> 
Shake not its bafe, nor Iveak the law dirxne. 
At thy almighty voice old ocean raves. 
Wakes all his force, and gathers all his waves ; 
Nature lies mantled in a watery robe> 
And fhorelefs ocean rolls around the globe ; 
O'er liigheft hills the higher {arge$ rife. 
Mix with the clouds, and lave the vaulted ikies. 
But when in thunder the rebuke was given« 
That ihook th' eternal firmament of heaven. 
The dread rebuke the frighted waves obey. 
They fled, confus'd, along th' appointed way. 
Impetuous rufhing to the place decreed, 
Climb the fteep hill, and fweep the humble mead : 
And now relu&ant in their bounds fubfide ; 
Th' eternal bounds reftrain the raging tide : 
Yet (till tumultuous, with inceflant roar 
It ihakes the caverns, and aflaults the fhore. 
By him, from mountains cloath'd in lucid fnow. 
Thro' verdant vales the mazy fountains flow. 
Here the wild horfe, unconfcious of the rein, 
That revels, boundlefs, o'er the wide campaign. 
Imbibes the iilver ftream, with heat opprefli 
To cool the fervor of his glowing breaft. 
Here verdant boughs, adorn'd with fummer's pride. 
Spread their broad fliadows o'er the filver tide : 
While, gently perching on the leafy fpray. 
Each feather *d fongfler tunes his various lay : 

And 
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And while thy praife they fymphonize around. 
Creation echoes to the grateful found. 
Wide o'er the heavens the various bow he bends. 
Its tindtuie brightens, and its arch extends : 
At the glad fign aerial conduits flow. 
The hills relent, the meads rejoice below : 
By genial fervor, and prolific rain. 
Gay vegetation cloaths the fertile plain : 
Nature profufely good with blifs o'erflows. 
And ftill ihe's pregnant, tho* flie ftill beftows ! 
Here verdant paftures far extended lie. 
And yield the grazing herd a rich fupply ! 
Luxuriant, waving in the wanton air, 
Here golden grain rewards the peafant's care! 
Here vines mature in purple clufters glow. 
And heaven above diFufes heaven below I 
EreA and tall, here mountain-cedars rife 
High o'er the clouds, and emulate the fkies ! 
Here the wing'd crouds, that fkim the yielding air. 
With artful toil their little domes prepare ; 
Here hatch their young, and nurfe their rifing cai-e ! 
Up the fleep hill afcends the nimble doe. 
While timid conies fcour the plains below ; 
Or in the pendent rock elude the fcenting foe ! 
He bade the filver majefly of night 
Revolve her circle, and Increafe her light : 
Aflign'd a province to each rolling fphere ; 
And taught the fun to regulate the year. 
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At hit command, wide-hovering o'er the plain. 
Primeval night refumes her gloomy reign. 
Then from their dens, impatient of delay. 
The favage mongers bend their fpeedy way. 
Howl thro' the fpacious wafte, and chafe 

frighted prey. 
Here walks the ihaggy monarch of the wood^ 
Taught from thy pvovidence to afk his food : 
To thee, O Father ! to thy bounteous ikies. 
He rears his mane, and rolls his glaring eyes. 
He roars, the deferts tremble wide around ! 
And repercuflive hills repeat the fbund. 
Now glowing gems the eailern ikies adorn. 
And joyful nature hails the opening morn ; 
The rovers, confcious of approaching day,. 
Fly to their ihelters, and forget their prey. 
Laborious man, with moderate ilumber bieil,. 
Springs cheerful to his toil from downy reft ; 
Till grateful evening, with her iilver train. 
Bids labour ceaie, and eafe the weary fwain. 
Hail, fovereign goodnefs ! all produAive mind ! 
Onfall thy works thyfelf infcrib'd we find ! 
How various all ! how variouily endued ! 
How great their number ! and each part how good! 
How perfeft then muft the great parent ihine ! -j 
Whoi. widi one aft of energy divine, C 

Laid the vaft plan, and finiih'd the deiign ! j 

Vol. IIL. G Where. 
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Where-c*er the plcafing (earch my thoughts puHbet 
Unbounded goodnefs opens to my view. 
Nor does our world alone its influence Otfti 
Exhauftlefs bounty, and unwearied care^' ' . vV 

Extend thro* all di' infinity of fpace, i /)rj 

And circle nature with a kind embrace* ' i 

The wavy kingdoms of the deep below 
Thy power, thy wifdom, and thy goodttfefi IMri 
Here various beings without number ftn^,-*-. 
Croud the profound, or on the furface play. 
Leviathan here, the mightieft of the train ! 
Enormous ! fails incumbent o'er the main, 
And foams, andiports, and plays in fpite of man. 
All thefe thy watchful providence fupplies : 
To thee alone they turn their waiting eyes : 
For them thou openell thy exhaulllefs llore. 
Till the capacious wifh can grant no more. 
But if one moment thou thy face fhould'H hide. 
Thy glory clouded, or thy fmiles denied. 
Then widow'd nature veils her mournful eyes. 
And vents her grief in univerfal cries ! 
Then gloomy death, with all his meagre train. 
Wide o'er the nations ipreads his iron reign ! 
Sea, earth, aiid air, the boundlefs ravage mourn. 
And all their hofts to native dull return ! 
Again, thy glorious quickening influence ihed. 
The glad creation rears her drooping head : 
New rifmg forms thy potent fmiles obey. 
And life re-kindles at the genial ray ; 
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United tluuiks repleniih'd nature pays,. 

And heaven and earth refbund their Maker's praife f 

When time ihall in eternity be loft. 
And hoary nature languiih into duft. 
For ever young thy glories fhall remain, 
Vaft as thy being, endlefs as thy reign ! 
Thou, from 4he reign of everlafting day, 
Seeft all thy works at one immenfe furvey ! 
Pleas'd at one view the whole to comprehend. 
Part join'd to part, concurring to one end. 
If thou to earth but tum'ft thy wrathful eyes. 
Her ba£s trembles, and her offspring dies. 
Thou fmit'ft the hills ; and at th' almighty blow. 
Their fummits kindle, and their entrails glow. 
While this immortal fpark of heavenly flame 
Difiends my breaft, and animates my frame. 
To thee my ardent praiies fliall be bom. 
On the firil breeze that wakes the blufhing morn ; 
The lateft ftar fhall hear the pleafing found. 
And nature in full choir ihall join around ! 
When, full of thee, my foul excurfive flies 
Thro' earth, air, ocean, or thy regal ikies. 
From world to world new wonders flill I find ! 
And all the Godhead burfls upon my mind ! 
When, wing'd with whirlwinds. Vice ihall take her 
To the wide bofom of eternal night, [flight 

To thee my foul ihall endlefs praifes pay : 
Join ! men and angels ! join th' exalted lay ! 

G 2 TO 
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TO CHARITY. 

DElightful fovcreign of the cheerful fmilc ! 
(Save *when thy eye pours forth the ftreaming 
Compaffionate, as oft it doth, when Want [tear 
In penfive mood, and tatter'd garb appears) 
Where ftiall I find thee ? for thy facred ftep 
The power of fecrecy attends and guards. 
O fortune ! fortune ! wherefore not to me 
Devolves thy golden tide ! to me, whofe hand 
Would turn thy flood into a thoufand rills. 
Why on the barren rock, and niggard heath. 
Plays thy favonian breeze ? why fhines thy fun 
To tip the dunghill with a beam of gold ? 
Why doft thou ftretch thy treafure-laden hand 
To thofe of no defert ? yon fordid wretch 
Of narrow foul behold, on whom thy gifts 
Are lavifh'd bountiful ; behold, and blufh ! 
He fhuts them from the light, nor heeds the cry 
Of helplefs orphans, as before his door 
They kneel imploring, with diftrefsful tears 
Softening the rude, hard flint. His harder heart 
Feels no emotion for another's woe. 
If in the world to come fevereft pangs 
Spontaneous crimes await, how much will mourn 
Beings unfocial, unbenevolent ! 
This principle alUes us to tk« ftaxs* 
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iHCxertion, where the power is given, 
hateful to divine and human view, 
et how dances yonder mifer's heart 
e ! what from Charity he holds 
;ms ceconomy, and hugs the thought 
Ihumous applauie, if by his will 
es the public what he cannot keep, 
anityof fame! Td rather lie 
d in oblivion, ere Td have my name 
'd immortal on fo low a bafe. 
1 ! as thou art — 'tis oflentation all, 
s, which gnaws thy vitals up, and turns 
milk of human kindnefs" into gall, 
of the liberal, vail, extenfive thought, 
i^harity ! oh ! lead me to the cell 
haggard famine o'er her dying race 
sping, while, on her uncover'd breaft. 
Id rain beats — there let me fee thy hand 
er dejeded head, and give the means 
fent comfort to her fobbing foul, 
my tears convince thee, that my heart 
e to pity, tho* I can't relieve. 

W. W. 
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THE COMPLAINT. A PASTORAL ELEGY- 

THE fun, diffufing genial fires. 
With flowers bedecks the dale ; 
With joy the herd and flock infpires. 
With muflc fills the gale : 

Yet he renews his warmth in vain. 

And flowerets paint the ground ; 
Or lambkins gambol o'er the plain. 

Or fongflers chant around. 

To me, in vain, doth nature fmile. 

In vain her charms difplay ; 
Whilft I, with never-ending toil, 

Confume the live-long day. 

Time was, I've hail'd the vernal powers, 

Flufli'd with the general joy ; 
When tepid gleams, and gentle fliowers. 

Have brighten'd earth and (ky. 

Have trod with glee the velvet green 

That rob'd the laughing earth ; 
And eyed the univerfal fcene. 

Or mark'd each floweret's birth. 
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When fiiovir-diops 6x&, in filver dref^. 
Shot forth their daring head ; 

Ot, when the violet's fapphire veil 
A fragrant incenfe ihed. 

Or ilany pilewort*^ poliih'd hue 
Befprig'd the fields with gold; 

Or dailies pied, or harebells blue» 
Or true-love's verdant fold. 

Yet, not with dull, lethargic gaze^ 

I view'd fair nature's face ; 
The florid earthy the folar blaze^ 

And vail etherial (pace : 

(For who that fees this beauteous frame 
Replete with wonder ihine ; 

Butmuily with ready voice, proclaim 
A plaftic Power divine ?) 

Or, in the deep Icquefler'd grove. 
From' care and bufineis freed. 

Have fought the facred mufe's love,. 
And tun'd my rufiic reed. 

Or, by fome fountain, laid along,. 

That winds around the trees. 
With raptures heard the woodland ibngt^ 

Or brcath'd the /cented breeze* 
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THE COMPLAINT. A PASTORAL ELEGY- 

THE fan, diffufing genial fires. 
With flowers bedecks the dale ; 
With joy the herd and flock infpires. 
With mufic fills the gale : 

Yet he renews his warmth in vain. 

And flowerets paint the ground ; 
Or lambkins gambol o'er the plain. 

Or fisngfters chant around. 

To me, in vain, doth nature fmile. 

In vain her charms difplay ; 
Whilft I, with never-ending toil, 

Confumc the live-long day. 

Time was, I've hail'd the vernal powers, 

Flufli'd with the general joy ; 
When tepid gleams, and gentle fliowers. 

Have brighten'd earth and (ky. 

Have trod with glee the velvet green 

That rob'd the laughing earth ; 
And eyed the univerfal fcene, 

Or mark'd each floweret's birth. 
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When &ow*diops firft» in filver dref^. 
Shot forth their daring head ; 

Or, when the violet's iapphire veil 
A fragrant incenfe ihed. 

Or ilarry pilcwort'^ poliih'd hue 
Befprig'd the fields with gold; 

Or daifies pied, qr harebells blue,. 
Or true-love's verdant fold. 

Yet, not with dull, lethargic gaz^ 

I view'd fair nature's face ; 
The florid earth, the folar blaze^ 

And vail etherial (pace : 

(For who that fees this beauteous frame 
Replete with wonder fliine ; 

But muHy with ready voice, proclaim 
A plaftic Power divine ?> 

Or, in the deep fcquefter'd grove. 
From* care and buiineis freed. 

Have fought the facred mufc's love,. 
And tun'd my ruftic reed. 

Or, by fome fountain, laid along,, 
That winds around the trees. 

With raptures heard the woodland ibng,. 
Or breath'd the fcented breeze* 
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Or, RretchM npoft the monntain*f fieep^ 

In Phoebus' drowfy beams ; 
Have pafs'd the hours in gentle fleep. 

Or wild romantic dreams. 

And ofty with fweet Benevolence, 

A heaven-defcended fair I 
Have facrific'd the fweets of fenfe, 

Sublimer joys to fhare : 

With her to range the thorny (hade. 

Or climb the fteepy hill ; 
Or fearch the field, or marihy glade. 

Or trace the mazy rill : 

With care to cull each healing plant, 

And every balmy bloom ; 
And where difeafe and pining want 

Combin'd their horrid gloom : 

There to diipenfe their cheering aids. 

In each diilrefsful cot ; 
Where feeble fwains, or pallid maids, 

Bemoan'd their dreary lot. 

But ah ! the herbs, the flowers, I feelc 

With curious eye no more ; 
No more they flufh the haggard cheeky 
Or blooming health xefitore. 
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r healthfbl tin^re they difclofe, 
!^or cordial draught fupply ; 
t on the (pot Gxan whence they rofe, 
rhey blo£bm, fade and die. 

r-whiley with Daphne in my anns. 
The time traniported flew ; 
len doating on her lovely cliarnrs» 
iVhich nature's pencil drew. 

t now my fcanty view's confin'd 
Fo Daphne's charms alone ; 
ce Hymen*« rites with Love combin'd» 
\nd made her all my own : 

e what my little babes afford, 
iVhom I behold with glee, 
len fmiling at my humble board, 
3r prattling on my knee. 

t that I Daphne's charms deipife, 
iVhich ftill new pleafures bring ; 
r lovely prefence never cloys, 
Ihe's grateful as the fpring. 

e dew-drop fparkling on its bed, 
[n Daphne's eyes expreft ; 
r cheeks outfhine the campion's red» 
rhe daify's white, her breaft. 
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Her hair oatvies the faffron mom. 

Her foft melliiluent note 
The thruih, that on the leafy thorn 

Diiiends his vocal throat. 

Nor wifh I, dear connubial ftate ! 

To break thy filken bands ; 
I only blame relentlefs fate. 

That every hour demands. 

Nor mourn I much my tafk auflere. 
Which endlefs wants impofe ; 

But— oh ! it wounds my heart to hear 
My Daphne's melting woes. 

Ldon-like her fate (he moans, 

Whofe wheel rolls ceafelefs round, 

While hollow fighs, and doleful groans. 
Fill all the dark profound. 

For oft fhe fighs, and oft fhe weeps. 
And hangs her penfive head ; 

While blood her furrow'd fingers fteeps. 
And ftains the palling thread. 

When orient hills the iun behold 

Our labours are begun ; 
And when he ftreaks the well with gold^ 

The talk is flill undone* 
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My hannlefs lambs, may yc ne'er feel 

Such dire oppreflive need ; 
While Poverty, with rod of fteel. 

Still urges fwifter fpeed. 

How happy are the beafls and birds. 
Who find their food unfonght ! 

Kind nature all their wants affords. 
Without one anxious thought. 

The beafts in freedom range the fields. 

Nor care nor forrow know ; 
Their meat the tender herbage yields. 

The fountains drink beilow. 

Each hour the birds, with fprightly voice. 

In rival fongs contend ; 
Or o'er their, bounteous meals rejoice. 

Or in fond dalliance fpend : 

But forefight warns me not to tafte 
The blifs which heaven defign'd ; 

But joylefs all my nights to waile. 
To ihun more woes behind. 

Oh heaven ! why didil thou reafon give 
To curb th' impaflion'd foul ? 

Why did I nQt by inflind live. 
And ad without controul i 
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Or why, within this tortor'd Heart, 
Mail keen refledion dwell ? 

To double every prefent fmart. 
And future pains foretell. 

Bat ahy vile wretch ! no longer blame 
What gracious heaven decreed. 

Nor thus with petulance difclaim 
All-patient virtue's meed. 

m rather now> with filial fear, 

Adore the prefent God ; 
And his paternal flripes revere. 

And kifs his healing rod. 

For his Weft providence withftood, 

I counteract his will ; 
And what his wifdom meant for good. 

My folly conftrues ill. 

Who knows but liberty and wealth 
Might work a woeful change ; 

With luxury might impair my health. 
Or virtuous thoughts eftrange« 

What I deteft he gives in love ; 

In love my fiiit denies ; 
Or oft my wifh my bane might prove. 
My blifs what I defpifc. 
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Then let not my prefumptaous mind 

Oppofe his love or might ; 
For well has moral Pope defin'd, 

*< Whatever is, is right." 

But let me not from hence furmi^,^ 

That human ills defcend 
From him, who, only good and wife^ 

Is man's eternal friend : 

No ; we, tranfgreffing nature's laws. 

Nature's great God arraign ; 
While man's himfelf the chicfeft caufe 

Of all his grief and pain. 

Tho* now, with penury oppreft, 

I give my forrows vent ; 
He foon may calm my troubled bread. 

Or footh my difcontent. 

Come reafon, then, bid murmuring ceaTe, 

And intelleftual llrife ! 
Come fmiling hope, and dove-eyed pcacc> 

And Hill the ftorms of life. 

My little IkiiF, kind pilots ! fteer 

Adown the ftream of time ; 

And teach me> melancholic fear> 

And dark di/lruil's, a crime* 
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For has not truth's unerring fire» 
Who all our wants muft know ; 

Proclaim'dy what nature can require 
His bounty fhall beftow. 

He feeds the birds that wing their flight 

Along the paffive air ; 
And lillics bloom in gloffy white 

Beneath his foflering care. 

Nor accident, nor fate, recalls 

The life that he has lent ; 
For not a fingle fparrow falls 

Without his kind afTent. 

And ihould ftern penury's murky train 

Still haunt my lowly cell ; 
Yet faith fhall fmile away my pain. 

And all their threatenings quell. 

For when thro* ether's boundlefs fpace. 

This terrene orb has run 
A few more times his annual race> 

Wide circling round the fun ; 

Or haply, ere the day be paft. 

And evening fhades defcend ; 
My H^earied heart may pant its laft» 
And all my forrows end. 
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I fhall the difembodied foul 
fign her dark domain, 
range where countlefs fyftems roll, 
id fprings eternal reign. 

lot in folitude to foar, 
t with a kindred band, 
power and wifdom to explore 
* her Creator's hand. 

ith her tuneful powers coxnpleat 
> chant the blifs above ; 
I extatic notes repeat 
;r dear Redeemer's love ! 
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TRUTH AT COURT. 

BY A REV. DEAN. 

NOW fyc upon't, quoth Flattery, 
Thefe are bad times indeed for me ;. 
Spurn'd by the man, and in the place 
Where leaft I thought to meet difgrace : 
And yet I faid the fineft things, 
** Thou young, but righteous, beft of kings, 
** Thou, who" — abrupt he tum'd away. 
And with an air, as who fhould fay, 
** Go, fhow that gendeman the door> 
'* And never let me fee him more." 
Shock'd I withdrew — when, to enhance 
My fhame, I flraightway faw advance. 
And take my very place, forfooth, 
A ftrange old-fa(hion'd fellow. Truth. 

! how it griev'd my heart to fee 

The difference made 'twixt him and me! 

1 of each fahguine hope bereav'd, - 
He with a gracious iinile received : ' 
And yet — (or greatly I miftake) 

The monarch blulh'd when-e'er he fpake; 
For he, tho' in a plainer way. 
Said every-thing I meant to fay. 
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HYMN TO HEALTH. 

WRITTEN IN SICKKESS. 

SWeet as the fragrant breath of genial Ma^^ 
Coflne^ fair Hygeia, heavenly bom ; 
More lovely than the fun's returning ray. 
To northern regions at the half year's mom. 

Where ihall I leek thee \ in the wholefome grot. 
Where Temperance her fcanty meal enjoys ? 

Or Peace, contented with her humble lot. 
Beneath her thatch th' inclement blaft defies i 

Swept from each flower that fips the morning dew> 
Thy wing be^rinkles all the fcenes around; 

Where-e'er thou fly'fl the bloflbms blnih anew. 
And purple violets paint the hallow'd ground. 

Thy prefence renovated nature fiiows. 
Each ihrab with variegated hue is dy'd. 

Each tulip with redoubled lufbe glows. 
And all creation imiles with flowery pride. 

Bat in thy abfence joy is feen no more^ 
The landfcape wither'd even in fpring appears. 

The mom lowers ominous o'er the duiky ihore. 
And evening funs fet half extinft in tears. 
Vol, hi. H ^>^\!c\^^s 
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RutUefs difeafe afcends, when thou art gone, 
Fi^m the dark regions of th' abyfs Belowy . 

With Peftilencc, the guardian of Jier throne. 
Breathing contagion from the realms of woe. 

In vain her citron groves Italia boaibt 
Or Pq the bal&m of her weeping treea^ 

In vain Arabia's aromatic coafb 

Tinware the pinions of the paffing breexe. 

No wholeibme fcents impregn the weftern gale^ 
But noxious flench exhal'd by fcorching heat; 

Where gafping fwains the poifonous air exhale. 
That once diffus'd a medicinal fwe^t. 

Me, abjedi me, with pale diieafe oppreft. 
Heal with the balm of thy prolific breath; 

Re-kindle life within my clay-cold bre2dl:» 
And ihield my youth from canker-worms of death. 

Then on the verdant turf, thy &vourite ihrine* 
Reftor'd to thee, a votary I'll come. 

Grateful to offer, as a rite divine. 
Each herb that grows round ^fculapius' tomb. 
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REFLECTIONS AT AN INN, 

BY THE 8BA-8IDBy AFTER A DANGBkOUS 
VOYAGE. 

BY THE BEV. MB* JONES, VICAB OB CALDICVT* 

Per Tarios cefuSi per tot diicrlMina rerum, 
Tendimus in Latiom. Vixcxu 

Illi robur et ss tziplez^ &c» H«r» 

BRing me, O bring me to my Juliet's anns, 
Whofe beauty glads me^and whofe virtue charms : 
O fnatch me fwift from thefe tumultuous fcenes. 
To where love knows not what afflidion means: 
To where religion, peace, and comfort dwell. 
And cheer with heavenly rays my lonely cell : 
To where no ruffling winds, no raging feas, 
Diilurb the mufe amidft her pen five eafe : 
Each paffion calm ; each mild affe6Hon mine ; 
Each focial grace ; each human ; each divine ; 
Unknown in private, or in public flrife. 
Soft failing down the placid fbeam of life : 
Aw'd by no terrors, with no cares perplex'd ; 
This life — my gentle pafTagc— to the next ; 

Yet — if itpleafethee befl— thou Power Supreme ! 
To drive my bark tiiro^ life's more rapid ftiWJDa., 

Hz U 
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If lowering ftonns my deftin'd courfe attend. 
Ami ocean sage till this black voyage end ; 
Let ocean rage— let ftorms indignant roar, 
J bow fubmiffive ; and, refign'd, adore : 
Refign'd, adore ; in varioas changes tried ; 
Thy own lov'd Son, my anchor, and my guide : 
Eefign'd, adore ; whate'er thy will decree. 
My faith in Jefus, and my hope in thee. 
O happieft lot ! if thro' a fea of woes, 
J reach that harbour where the jaft repoie. 
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AN ODE, 

m THE MARQUIS OP CRANBY^f tOSINO BS^ 
HATy AND CHARGING THS FRENCH LINES 
BARE-HEADED. 

rr7Hcrc's now Othello's hair-breadtli 'kaptM \ 
VV And all his fancied hardihips of the £eld^ 

Avaunt! y^mimic* bug-bear ihapes, 
hadows moil to fubilance yield. 

Granby hath more honors feem, 
iy greater perils been beiet ; 
)eath and Granby thrice have met. 

And not an hair between f • 
'he Frenchmen ftar'd, as well they might, 
'hrew down their arms, and took to flight ; 
lis naked poll more terror bore, 
1ian Cxfar armoor'd o'er and o'er. 
" Parblieu !" fays one, 
** But ril begone, 
** This is the devil of a Don ! 
' Tis father Time I I know his pate s 
' And that's his fcythe as fure as fate.'* 

* See Otliello*s fpeeck to the feaate. 
t He wu bora bald. 
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Granby, who loves a little fun. 

And knew the caufe which made them run. 

Thus the timorous foe befpoke, 

(By way of keeping up the joke :) 

" But, gentlemen— hollo! I fay— • 
** Take nothing but yourfelves away ; 
** Ye carry now the jefl too far ; 
** Arc thefe your tricks and fpoils of war? 
•■< To leave a man in open air, 
*' Waitingion you, fans hat or hair? 
** Why, what a pkigoe! what breeding's that? 
** You, fellow there— •petum my hat. 
*« 'Tis true I am not v€ty old ; 
*' But, what of that?— I may take cold.** 

" Not fo, my fon"- Fame, fmiling, faid. 
And clapt'the laurel or his head : 
** Beyond the reach of human eye, 
^* Thy warlike beaver waves on high ; 
*^ Mars faw it fall, and bad it rife 
'^ An hat immortal to the ikies." 
The hero to the goddefs bow'd, 
And faw her vaniih thro' a cloud ; 
Then turn'd about his horfe's head, ^ 

And pick'd his way thro* heaps of dead : 
Within his tent retir'd to reft. 
And flept^^— with honour in his breaft. 
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TO THE RIGHT HON, 

LADY ANNE COVENTRY. 

UPON VIEWING HER FINE CHIMNEY-PIECE 
OF SHELL-WORK. 

BY THE LATE MR. SOMERVILLB. 

THE greedy merchant ploughs the fea for gain. 
And rides exulting o'er the watery plain ; 
While howling tempcfts, from their rocky bed. 
Indignant break around his careful head. 

The royal fleet the liquid wafte explores. 
And {peaks in thunder to the trembling ihores ; 
The voice of wrath awak'd the nations hear. 
The vanquilh'd hope, and the proud vidtors fear ; 
Thofe quit their chain, and thefe reHgn their palm. 
While Britain's awful flag commands a calm. 

The curious fage, nor gain nor fame purfues. 
With other eyes the boiling deep he views ; 
{Jangs o'er the cliff inquifitive to know 
The fecret caufes of its ebb and flow : 
Whence breathe the winds that ruflle its fmooth face. 
Or ranks in clafles all the flfhy race. 
From thofe enormous monll^s of the main^ 
Who in their world, like other tyrants, i^i^xv, 

H 4 "tc^ 
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To the poor cockle-tribe, that homble band 
Who cleave to rocks, or loiter on the fband* 
Yet even their fhells the forming hand divine 
Has, with diftingui(h'd Inftre, taught to ihine. 
What bright enamel ! and what various dyes ! 
What lively tints delight our wondering eyes J 
Th* Almighty Painter glows in every line : 
How mean alas ! is Raphael's bold defign. 
And Titian's colouring, if oompar'd to thine ! 
Juftly fapreme ! let us thy power revere. 
Thou fiirH all fpace ! all beauteous every where 1 
Thy riiing fun with blufhes paints the morn. 
Thy fhining lamps the ^ce of night adorn ; 
Thy lowers the meads, thy nodding trees the hills ; 
The vales thy paftures green, and bubbling rills ; 
Thy coral groves, thy rocks, that amber weep^ 
Deck all the gloomy maniions of the deep ; 
Thy yellow fands diitind with golden ore^ 
And thefe thy variegated fhells the fhore. 
To all thy works fuch grandeur hafl thou lent. 
And fuch extravagance of ornament. 
For the falfe traytor, man, this pomp and fliow I 
A fcene fo gay, for us poor worms below I 
No — for thy glory all thefe beauties rife. 
Yet may improve the good, infb-uft the wife. 

You, madam, iprung from Beaufort's royal line. 
Who, loft to courts^ can in your dofet fhine^ 
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Befl know to ufe each bleffing he beftows» 

Beft know to praife the power from whence it flows« 

Shells in your hand the Parian rock defy, -^ 

Oragat, or -^Egyptian porphyry— > 

More glofly they» their veins of brighter dye. 3 

See ! where your jriiing pyramids afpire. 

Your gnefb furpriz'd the ihining pile admire ! 

In future times, if fome great Phidias rife, 

Whofe chiflel with his mifbefs Nature vies. 

Who, with fuperior (kill, can lightly trace 

In die hard marbk block the foftefl face ; 

To crown this piece, fb elegantly neat. 

Your well-wrought buflo fiiall the whole compleat ; 

O'er your own work from age to age preiide. 

Its author once, and then its greateH pride. 
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EPISTLE TO MR. THOMSON, 

ON THE FIRST EDITION OF HIS SEASONS.* 
BY THE SAME. 

SO bright, fo dark, upon an April day. 
The fun darts forth, or hides his various ray ; 
So high, io low, the lark aipiring £ngs. 
Or drops to earth again with folded wings ; 
So fmooth, fo rough, the fea that laves our ihores. 
Smiles in a calm, or in a tempefl roars* 
Believe me, Thomfon, 'tis not thus I write. 
Severely kind, by envy four'd or fpite : 
Nor would I rob thy brows to grace my own ; 
Such arts are to my honefl foul unknown. 
I read thee over as a friend fhould read, 
Griev'd when you fail, o'erjoy'd when you fucceed. 
Why fhould thy mufe, born fo divinely fair. 
Want the reforming toilet's daily care ? 
Drefs the gay maid, improve each native grace» 
And call forth all the glories of her face ; 
Studiouily plain, and elegantly clean. 
With unaiFedled fpeech, and eafy mien, 
Th' accompliih'd nymph, in all her beft attire. 
Courts fliall applaud, and proilrate crowds admire. 
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3etly daring, with a ftiffen*d rein, 

in thy feat the flying fteed reftrain. 

few thy faults, who can perfedlion boaft ? 

in the fan are in his luftre lofl^ 

/en thofe fpots expunge with patient care, 

bndly the minuteft error fpare. 

ind and wife the parent, who reproves 

lighted blemifh in the child he loYes. 

Philips much, confider Milton more ; 

t>m their drofs extraft the purer ore. 

lin new words, or to reftore the old, 

ithem bards is dangerous and bold ; 

irely, very rarely, will fucceed, 

I minted on the other fide of Tweed. 

erfpicuity o'er all prefide— • 

(halt thou be the nation's joy and pride. 

himing, jingling tribe, with bells and fbngy 

drive their limping Pegafus along, 

learn from thee in bolder flights to rife, 

om the beaten road, and range the ikies. 

lius fo refin'd, fo juft, fo great, 

tain's ifle fhall fix the mufes feat, 

lew Pamaflus fhall at home create : 

from thy works each future bard fliall draw, 

vorks, above the critic's nicer law, 

ich in brilliant gems without a flaw. 
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AN EPISTLE TO LORD COBRAM. 

BY MR. CONGliBVE. 

SIncereft critic of my profe or rhime. 
Tell how thy pleafing Stow employs thy time: 
Say, Cobham, what amofes thy retreat ? 
Or fchemes of war, or ftratagems of ftate ? 
!Doft thou recall to mind, with joy or grief^ 
Great Marlbro's aftionsy that immortal chief, 
Whofe (lighteft trophies, raised in each campaign. 
More than fuffic'd to fignalize a reign ? 
Both thy remembrance rifing warm thy heart 
With glories pail, where thou thyfelf hadft part? 
Or doft thou grieve indignant now to fee 
The fruitlefs end of all thy viftory ; 
To fee th' audacious foe, io late fubdued, 
Dlipnte thofe terms for which fi> long they fued t 
As if Britannia now were funk (6 low. 
To beg that peace ihe wonted to befiow. 
fie far that guilt, be never known fuch ihame. 
That England ihoald retraft her rightful claim. 
Or, ceafing to be dreaded and ador'd. 
Stain with the pen the luftre of the fword ! 
Or doft thou fix thy mind on rural fcenes. 
To turn the levell'd lawns to liquid plains ; 
To raife the creeping rilU {torn bxoabU b«d&\ 
4j2d force the latent fpring^ to YvSx. xSaea \!kRa^^\ 
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atery columns capitals to rear, 
mix their flowing corls with upper air ? 
)ft thouy weary grown, thefe works negled, 
anplesy ftataes, obeliiks ered ; 
«k the morning breeze from fragrant meads^ 
on the noontide fan in wholefbme fhades ; 
)wly walk along the mazy wood, 
leditate on all that's great and good ? 
atnre bonntifol in thee hath joined 
>afing perfon with a worthy mind ; 
prYcn diee form alone, bnt means and art 
raw the eye, and to allure the heart. 
were the praife in fortune to excell^ 
irant the means to ufe that fortune wdl. 
e thus adom'd, while thus with virtue crown'd^ 
mie in peace, abroad in arms renownM, 
zhl in form, and winning in addrefs, 
e well you think what aptly yon expreis, 
e health, with honour, with a fair eftate^ 
)le free and elegantly neat, 
: can be added more of mortal blifs ? 
: can he want who ftands pofieft of this ? 
: can the fbndefl wifhing mother more, 
:aven attentive, for her fon implore ? 
yet an happinefi remains unknowBi 
' philofbphy reveal'd alone ; 
!cept, which unpradiis'd renders rain 
glowinghopcs, and pleafure tniA$ txi ij^iatv. 
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Should hope or fear thy breaft alternate tear. 

Or love, or hate, or rage, or anxious care; 

Whatever paffions may thy mind infeft, 

(And Where's the mind that paffions ne'er moleft?) 

Amid the pangs of fuch inteftine fbife 

Still think the prefent day the laft of life. 

Defer not till to-morrow to be wife : 

To-morrow's fun to thee may never rife. 

Or (hould to-morrow chance to cheer thy fig^ 

With her enlivening and unlook'd for light. 

How grateful will appear her dawning rays. 

As favours unexpected doubly pleafe ! 

Who thus can think, and who fuch thoughts purfiie 

Content may keep his life, or calmly lofe. 

Qf this a proof thou mayft thyfelf receive; 

When leifure from affairs will give thee learcw 

Come fee thy friend, retir'd without regret. 

Forgetting cares, or trying to forget ; 

In eafy contemplation foothing time 

With morals much, and now and then with rhime; 

Not fo robufl in body as in mind. 

And always. undeje£led, tho' declin'd ; 

Not wondering at the world's new wicked ways, 

Compar'd with thofe of our fore^ther's days : 

For virtue now is neither more nor lefs. 

And vice is only varied in the drefs. 

Believe it, men have ever been the fame. 

And all the golden age is but a dream. 
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ON THE D— S S OF R— -D. 

BY Lr— D CH — D. 

WHat do fcholars, ami bards, and aftronomers 

Mean by fluffing our heads with nonfenfe and lies; 

By telling us Venus muft always appear 

h a car, or a fhell» or a twinkling ilar ; 

Drawn by fparrows, or fwans, or dolphins, or doves. 

Attended in form by the graces and loves : 

That ambrofia and nedar is all fhe will tafle, ^ 

And her pafTpprt to hearts on a belt round her waift ? 

Without all this bufUe I faw the bright dame> 
To fupper lafl night to P— -y*s fhe came 
b a good warm iedan ; no fine open car ;. 
Two chairmen her doves, and a flambeau her flar ; 
No nedar fhe drank, no ambrofia fhe eat ; 
Her cup was plain claret, a chicken her meat : 
Nor wanted a ceflns her bofom to grace^ 
For R— d, that night, had lent her her face. 



il^ 



AN EPISTLE TO A FRIEND IN TOfl 

BY THE LATE MR. DYBR. 

HAve my friends in the town, in the bnfy 
Forgot fuch a man as John Dyer ? [ 
Or heedlefs defpife they, or pity the clown, 
Whofe bofom no pageantries £rei 

No matter, no matter— content in the fiiadei 
(Contented?— why, every thing charms ir 

Fall in tunes all adown the green fleep, ye caib 
Till hence rigid virtue alarms m<. 

Till outrage ariies, or mifery needs 
The fwift, the intrepid avenger; 

Till facred religion, or liberty bleeds^ 
Then mine be the deed, and the danger. 

Alas ! what a folly, that wealth and domain 
We heap up in fin and in forrow ! 

Immenfe is the toil, yet die labour how vain ? 
Is not life to be over to-morrow ? 

Then glide on my moments, the few that I ha^ 
Smooth-fhaded, and quiet and even ; 

While gently the body defcends to the gravcj 
And the fpirit arifes to Yveav^n^ 
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tHB XXXTMK 

IDYLLIUM OF THEOCRITUS, 

TRANSLATED. 
ON THE DEATH OF ADONIS* 

WHen Venus faw Adonis dead. 
And from his cheeks the rofes fledy 
Hm lovely locks diftain'd with gore ; 
She bade her Cupids bring the boar f 
l^he boar that had her lover ilain. 
The caufe of all her grief and pain. 
Swift as the pinion'd birds they rove 
Thro' every wood, thro* every grove ; 
And when the guilty boar they found , 
With cords they bound him, doubly bound ; 
^e with a chain, fecure and ftrong, 
Haul'd him unwillingly along ; 
^e pinch'd his tail to make him go, 
Another beat him with his bow : 
The more they urg'd, the more they dragged. 
The more reluftantly he lagg'd. 
^uilt in his confcious looks appear*d; 
He much the angry goddefs fear'il. • 

yo£. IIL I T^ 
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To Venus foon the boar they led— 

" O cruel, cruel beaft ! fhe faid, 

** Durft thou that thigh with blood difiain ? 

**'Haft thou my dcareft lover flaiii?**' ^ ' 

Submiffive he replies — I fwear 

By thee, fair queen — by all that** dear— 

By thy fond lover — by this chain—* 

And by this numerous hunter-train ; 

I ne'er defign*d, with impious tooth« • 

To wound fo beautiful a youth: 

No — but with love and frenzy warm, 

(So far has beauty power to charm !) 

I long'd, this crime Pll not^eny. 

To kifs that fair, that naked thigh. 

Thefe tuiks then punifli, if you pleafe, 

Thefe are offenders, draw out thefe. 

Of no more ufe they now can prove 

To me, the votaries of love ! 

My guilty lips, if not content. 

My lips (hall (hare the punilhment, 

Thefe words, fo movingly expreft, 

Infus'd foft pity in her bread ; 

The queen relented at his plea. 

And bad her Cupids fet him free : 

But from that day he join'd her train. 

Nor to the woods returned again j 

And alithofe teeth he burnt with fire, - 

Which, glow'd before v/itii Vx^tx defire. 
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ON THE MARRIAGE OF TAME AND ISIS. 

I T rHile thro' ixriguQus meads pleas'd Ifis ftray'd, 
V V Tame grew enamoured of the watery maid 
bd, ftealing filento'er the flowery ground, 
riutw his fond arms voluminous around 
The virgin ftream, now melting, foft, and ldnd» 
bd the pure waves in lading union join'd« 
Their mingled currents now one bed contains, 
W leagued in love they wind along the plains. . 
Taipe loves what-e'er fweet Ifis can approve, 
bd every objed fliares their mutual love : 
n f\yay united, and their (beams the iame, 
n one. fair flood they flow, and Tamifis the name. 

IN 4MOREM TAMI ET.ISIDIS.. 
Nympha Ifis liquidos agros dum Iceta perenat, 

localuit ihadidz Tamus amore deae. 
Serpit amans tacitus,, iinnofiique brachia circuxn 

Fuii4i^ et zteriio foedere jcmgit aquas. 
Nunc torrens idem, et limes datur onus utrique,. 

Nee doluere vices ille, vel ilia fuas. 
Ta^ios amat qaicqaid.Aia dolcis amaTerat Ififf) 
. £t quod Tamus amat, Tamus et Ifis amant. 
Jam nuUam agnofcas Tami, nullam Ifidis undamf 

Communi imperium Tamifis unus habet, ^ 

I* ou 
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ON AUOKEf S IIECOVBRY FROM A 

SBtrSKE VIT or SICKNBtSy Jim£ IT. IfDCCUl* 

THiit) irken bleak winds tkeir baleiid inHotiw^ 
The tortly lilly droop^hef kngiudliead;[flicdt 
Till cheer'd by Sol's invigocadng power. 
More fair iwives the animated flower— « 
With yoai'cviir'd we gractful tribute pajr. 
And bkfi the {od ot med'cine and of day. 
Poean, whoie presence health to mortals hringBf 
Hofe on your bower with healing in his wings |. 
And now njoic'd we view, all mild and meek, 
Beams in your ey#, .and rofes 0n your cheek. 
As from the furnace glows the golden ore, 
lle£n'd by fire, .and brighter than before. 
So Amoret, ncwnclad in beauty's arms* 
Emerges irreiiflable in chaans. 
Thus lata I faW) thro' Gatiko's eyes, 
Venus, the fplendid ftar that gilds the ikies^ 
Immers'd within the fun's refulgent rim. 
Her beams were faded, and her Inftre dam : 
Soon with frdfh radiance glow'd ^er lovely face^ 
The pride of evenings And thc^noming'a grace: 
You now, dear Amoret, oar lyres employ, 
Yourl^e revival gives the public joy : 
No longer now your charms in fhades you (hroud» 
But rife a brighter Venus from the cloud. 
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N Q^UEEN CAROLINE'S 

VILDINO THB LOI>GIN«S OF THB m&ACC 
LIRCB A1»D HBMRY ¥« AT 4^BBJl'8 COlrLEGB, 
CFO&D. 

ST 1C&. TlCKXLl.* 

jHest bold and gtacefiil faars> fectiredf fatten 
^ The pile now worthy great Phiiippa'ft AalMy 
k that old ruin, Gothic and vncoodif 
\s€ the Black Edward paisM ids beardlefi yootlii 

the Fifth Hemy, for his firft renowit^ 
hripp'd each rival in a ftndent's gown. 
lat coarfe i^ were princes fond to dwell 
li mtzigtt monks, and haont the filent ceU t 
irom the monarch's to the mule's cottrt> 
Lr meals were frugal, and their fleepi were fliorti 
:ouch at cnrfeu^time they thought no ftortty 

froze at mattins every winter mom ; 
y read, an early book, the fhu^ry frame^ 

lifp'd each conftellation by its name ; 
after art Hill dawning to their view, 

their mind opening as their ftature grew* 

whoTe ripe manhood fpread our fame (b far^ 
;s in peace, and demi-gods in wari 

Who, 
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WhOy item in fight, made echoing Crefly ring» 
Yet, mild in conqaeft, ierv'd his captive king ?>* 
Who gain'd at Agincourt the viftor's bays. 
Nor took himfelf, but gave high heaven the praife.^ 
Thy nurilings, antient dome ! to virtue form'd. 
To mercy liftening, whilft in fields theyHomi'd'; 
Fierce to the fierce, and warm th' opprefs'd to fiiv^ 
Thro' life revei'd,; and worfhipp'd in the grave. 
In tenfold pride their mouldering roofs fhall fhine, 
The flately work of royal Caroline ; 
^ad bleft Philippa, with unenvying tjes^ 
From heaven beheld her rival's iabric rife* 
If.itill, bright faint, this fpot deferve thy care. 
Incline thee to th' ambitious mufie's prayer I 
Oh could'il thou win young William's bloom to gract 
His mother Wales, and fill thy Edward's place, 
How^ would that genius^ whofe propitious wings 
Have here twice hover'd o'er the fons of kings, 
Pefcend triumphant to his antient feat» 
An4 take in charge a third Plantagenet L 
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COLIN AND L U C Yv 



A FRAGMENT. 



ON the banks of that cryftalline fbeam» 
' Where Thames oft his cnrpent delays ! 
And charms, more than poets can dream. 
In his Richmond's bright villa furveys. 

Fair Lucy, of all the gay throng. 
The faireft that Bntain has feen ! 

Now drew every village along. 
From the day fhe firft danc'd on the giten« 

Ah ! boaft not of beauty's fond power. 
For ihort is the triumph, ye fan* ! 

Not fleeter the bloom of each flower ; 
And hope is but gilded defpair. 

His defire each fwain now behold. 

By riches endeavours to prove i 
But Lucy, ftill cries, what is gold. 

Or wealth, when compar'd to his love ? 



No, 



No, Colin! together we'll wield 
Qor ikklcs in famm^'s hxight dsnf ; 

Together we'll leaze o'er the field ; 
And imile all our Ubours away ! 

In winter I'll winnow the wheat 

As it falls, from your flaU» on the gmuid; 
That flail will be xnuiic, as fweet 

When your voice in the labour is drown'd 

How oft would he fpeak of his blii^ l 
How oft would he call her his maid ? 

And Colin would feal, with a kxfs. 
Every promift aad vow which he laid.^ 

But hark ! o'er the grafs-level landt 
The village bells found on the plain I 

Falfe Colin this morn gave his hand ; 
And Lucy's fond tears are in vain 1 

Sad Lucy too fopn heard the tale ; 

Too ibon the fad caufe ihe was told : 
That his was a nymph of the vaie. 

That he broke his fond promife for gold t 

As fhe walkt by the margin fo green. 
That adorns Thames' flowery fide ; 
Ifow oft was fhe languifhing feen ? 
How oft would fhe gaste ou Oas >a.^^^ 
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By the clear miiror then as flie hie, 

TKat reHeded herfelf and the mead ;: 
•While fhe bewail'd her fad fate ! 

And the green turf fliU pillow*d her head* 

There 1 there ! i$ it Lucy I fee ?-— 

Tis Lacy the loft undone maid I 
Ah ! no, 'tis fome Lucy like me» 

Some haplefs young virgin betray*d» 

Like me, fhe has fonow'd and wept ; 

Like me, ihe has fondly beiiev'd ; 
Like me, her true promife ihe kept. 

And like me too is juftly deceiv'd I 

I come, dear companion in grief! 

Gay fcenes and fond pleafures adieu I 
I come, and we'll gather relief; 

From boibms fo chafte and fo true. 

Like you ! I have moum'd the long night; 

And wept out the day in deipair ! 
Like you ! I have baniih'd delight ; 
* And bofom'd a friend in my care* 

Ye meadows, fo lovely, farewell ! 

Your velvet ftiU Colin fhall tread. 
All deaf to the found of that kncU, 

Which tolls for his Lucy wVveu dead-X 
Vol. III. K ^^"^^ 



Yonr wiih will too fure be obeyM ! 

Nor Colin her lofs (hall bemoan,: 
Soon, foon ihall poor Lucy be laid, 

Whcfe her heart ihall be cold as your own. 

Then, claTp'd in the arms of that fair, 
Whofe wealth has been Lucy's fad fate ! 

As together you breathe the free air. 
And a thoufand dear pleafures i«late : 

If chance, o'er my turf as you tread. 

You dare to afFed a fond figh ! 
The primrofe will ihrink its pale head ; 

.And the violet languiih and die. 

Scarce ecjio had gathered the found. 

But fhe plung'd from her grafs-fpringing bed 

The liquid flream parts to the ground ; 
And the mirror clos'd over her head. 

The fwains of the village at eve 

Oft meet at the dark-fpreading yew ; 

There, wonder how man could deceive 
A bofbm fo chafte and fo true ! 

With garlands of every flower. 
Which Lucy herfelf fhould have made. 

They raife up a fhort-living bower, 
And, fighing ! cry, peace to her (hade ! 
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rhen» hand locked in hand,. as they move 
The green-platting hilloc around ; 

Thty talk of fad Lacy, and love ! 
And frefhen with tears the fiur ground. 

^ay! wifh they had never been bom. 
Or liv'd the fad moment to view ! 

iVhen a Colin could thus be forfwom ; 
And a Lucy could ftill be fo true ! 
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APRIL. AN ODE- 

TO woo green April, lo the fun 
That very form (which Jove put on 
To bear Europa from her native land) 

AfTufiies to win the queen of (howers I 
A new-blown primrofe decks her hand. 

Her taper waift a zone of flowers ; 
Like a young widow fhe appears 
Shining thro' fhadc8> and beautiful in tears. 

Now genial nature every feed 

Opens to grace the vernal mead. 

The lark now ventures up the fapphire feies, 

Tho' Zephyr ihakes his madid wing, 
Yet warmth awakes the embryo flies • 

To creep, and m?ct parental ipring : 
When lo ! a fliower of drizzling rain. 
Or drowns, or drives them to their nefts again t 

Vol- IV. E Pro- 



Prdlific shifts 6*er every liU 
Prefide, and fhade the diftant hill; 
A tepid jnoifture gladdens every root. 

The hufbandmen now pole and bind 
The hop8> and bid the tendrils ihoot. 

Thus guarded from the ibuthern wind. 
While every vegetative power 
Jmbibes young April's ibft balAunic fliower* 

Mark ! how each month's unwearied toil 

Succeffive cloaths, or ftrips the ibil ! 

From heat to cold they traver£e thro' the iky. 

And yet unerring is the plan. 
And regular ^-om hot to dry 

The calendar of focial man ! 
In no one track the ileps appear. 
Yet all to one united centre iteer. 

W. 
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AN O D B. 

S Tern winter nowy by ipring reprefs'd. 
Forbears the long-continaed ftrife> 
And nature, on her naked breaft^ 
Delights, to catch the gales of life. 

Now, o'er the rural kingdom roves 
Soft Pleafnre with her laughing train> 

Love warbles in the vocal groves. 
And vegetation paints the plain* 

Unhappy ! whom to beds of pain 

Arthritic tyranny configns. 
Whom fmiling nature courts in vain, 

Tho' rapture iings, and beauty ihines* 

Yet, tho' my limbs difeafe invades^ 

Her wings imagination tries. 
And bears me to the peaceful fhades. 

Where ^— *s humble turrets rife. 

Here Hop, my foul, thy rapid flight. 
Nor from the pleafing groves depart, 

^Vherc firft great nature charm'd my fight. 
Where wifdom firft informed my heart. 

B 2 ^<^« 
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Here let me thro' the vales purfue 
A gaiic, a father, and a friend ; 

Once more great nature's works review. 
Once more on wifdom's voice attend. 

From falfe careiTes, caufelefs ftrife. 

Wild hope, vain fear, alike removed. 
Here let me learn the ufe of life. 

Then beft enjoyM, when moft improv'd* 
« 
Teach me, thou venerable bower. 

Cool meditation's quiet feat. 
The generous fcom of venal power. 

The filent grandeur of retreat. 

When Pride, hy guilt, to greatnefs climbs. 
Or raging fa£Uons rufli to war, 

Here let me learn to ihun the crimes 
I can't preveiit, and will not (hare. 

But, left I fall by fubtler foes. 

Bright wifdom, teach me Curio's art. 

The fwclling paifions to compofe. 
And quell the rebels of the heart. 



SPJIING 
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SPRING. 

AN ODE* 

BY W. WOTT. 

R-edeunt jam grainina campis, 
Arboribui^e comae. Hoa. 

A Gain the bloflbm'd hedge is feen ; 
The turf again is drefs'd in fxniling greens 

Again the lark afcends the (ky, 
VQnnows the air, and leflens on the eye« 

The fwallowy that the meads forfook, 
Keviiits now, and fkims along the brook. 

The daw to fleeple-top up-iprings. 
And the rook fpreads his ventilating wings. 

The feather'd tribe, on every fpray. 
Chant lively carols to the vernal day. 

Each lengthening morn's diurnal light 
Beams freiher beauties on the raptur'd iight* 

The leaves hang cluftering on the trees, 
And Health comes riding on the tepid breeze i 

Where-e'er the goddefs fans her way. 
Creation feels her univerfal fway. 

The garden moifl with April Ihowers, 
Teems with a family of laughing flowers. 

B 3 '^^ix 
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Not even a ray> or drop of rain, 
Bttt what impiegnatesy. or thatihines in vain & 

Yet tho' the bounteous hand of heaven. 
All good, this liberality has given. 

Beyond our wiihes amply kind. 
Ingratitude itill flains the human mind : 

Man fees around celeftial power. 
And thanklefs taftes the bleffings of each hour : 

He reaps the produce of the plains. 
And meanly thinks it tribute for his pains. 

Fond wretch ! the fordid thought forbear. 
Nor to thy narrow felf confine thy care ; 

For know, the Deity who gives to-day, [away* 
To-night may blaft thy crops, and (hatch thy foal 
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TO A YOUNG LADY OlK HEKBIKTH-DAY, 

BEINOTHB FIRST OP APRIL* 

LET Others ^write for by-dcfigns, 
I feek fome moral in my lines. 
Which whofoever reads muft bear. 
Or great,, or leam'd, or young, or fair f 
Permit me then, with friendly lay. 
To moralize your April day. 

Checquer'd your native month appears 
With funny gleams, and cloudy tears ;» 
'Tis thus the world our truft beguiles^ 
Its frowns as traniient as its fmiles ; 
Nor paianor pleafuie long will ftay,. 
For life is but an April day. 

Health will not always lafl in bloom,. 

But age or iickneis furely come ; 

Are friends belov'd ? why fate muft felze- 

Qr thefe from you, or you from thefe : 

Forget not earneft in your play^ 

For youth is but an April day* 

When piety and fortune move 
Your heart to try the bands of love,. 

B 4 As 
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As far as duty gives you power, 
Guildefs enjoy the preient hour: 
Gather your rofe-buds while you may» 
For love is bat an April day* 

What clouds foe'er without are feen. 
Oh, may they never reach within ! 
But virtue's ftronger fetters bind 
The ftrong^ tcmpcll of the mind : 
Calm may you fhed your fetting ray, 
And funfliine end your April d^y. 
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STANZAS ON THE S P R I N G* 

NOW'from thefouthem climes retnrningipnng 
Breathes fragrant odours o'er th' enamell'd 
The feather'd warblers flutter on the wing, [ground. 
And with their notes th' embowering woods 
refoand« 

The rifing fun, when firft he gilds the plains. 
Receives the tribute of the fylvan throng. 

And Philomela, fraught with tragic drains. 
Tunes, to the full-orb'd moon, her plaintive fong. 

Now blithfome Colin, with his oaten reed. 
Delights the liHening fwains in glade or grove ; 

While Corydon, in yonder yellow mead^ 
To Amaryllis tells his tale of love. 

At evening hour the nymphs and fwains advance. 
And rang'd in order on the plain are feen, 

In various orbs revolve the ruftic dance, 
And beat with meafur'd pace the level green. 

The purple violet fcents the mofiy liill. 
And rich in bloom the fragrant hawthorn blows; 

While, near the margin of fome brawling rill. 
The cowflip brightens, and the daify glows. ' 

The 
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As far as duty gives you power, 
Guiltlefs enjoy the prefent hour: 
Gather your rofe-buds while you may. 
For love is bat an April day* 

What clouds foe'er without are leen. 
Oh, may they never reach within ! 
But virtue's ftronger fetters bind 
The ftrong^ tempeil of the mind : 
Calm may you fhed your fetting ray, 
And funfliine end your April d^y. 



STANZAS 
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STANZAS ON THE S P R I N G* 

NOW from thcfouthcrn climes returning fpring 
Breathes fragrant odours o'er th' enamelPd 
The feather'd warblers flutter on the wing, [ground. 
And with their notes th' embowering woods 
refound* 

The ri/ing fun, when firfl: he gilds the plains. 
Receives the tribute of the fylvan throng, 

And Philomela, fraught with tragic fh:aias. 
Tunes, to the full-orb'd moon, her plaintive fong. 

Now blithfome Colin, with his oaten reed. 

Delights the liHening fwains in glade or grove ; 

While Corydon, in yonder yellow mead. 
To Amaryllis tells his tale of love. 

At evening hour the nymphs and fwains advance. 
And rang'd in order on the plain are feen. 

In various orbs revolve the ruftic dance, 
And beat with meafur'd pace the level green. 

The purple violet fcents the mofly liill. 
And rich in bloom the fragrant hawthorn blows; 

While, near the margin of fome brawling rill. 
The cowflip brightens, and the daify glows. * 

The 
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The lawns, the mountains, and the vocal woods, 
• The groves with leaves adorn'd, the Adds with 

flowersy 
The hills, the valleys, and the ciyftal floods. 
Rejoice, and feem to haii the vernal hours. 

Hark ! how the birds m conibit raUe their notes; 

And fweetly chant the renovated lay^ 
'TIS nature's impulie tunes their warbling throats. 

To hail thee, Flora, goddeis of the May. 

To thee of old, on ^ir Auibnia's plains, 
. (With eaic and wealth by godlike Titus bleft) 
The blooming virgins, and the jovial fwains, 
Pour'd the full bowl, and pil'd the annual feaft» 

And dill to thee, in fair Britannia's ifle. 
When each, revolving year renews the fpring ; 

(Beneath great George ! while eaie and plenty fmile) 
My fwelling lyre fhall annual tribute bring. 

Hail, Flora! goddefs, hail! to thee belong 
Thofe drains Theocritus of old eflay'd; 

Be thine the lays ; be thine the tuneful fong 
Of every Britifh fwain, and every beanteous maid. 



IN- 
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INSCRIPTION FOR AN HERMITAGE. 

FOnd man, retire to this lone cell. 
And bid the bufy world farewell : 
Ah ! quit the city's noify fcene 
For pleafures tranquil and ferene ; 
Seek in this calm, this fweet recefs 
The roie-lip'd cherub, happinefs. 
That haunts the hermit's moiTy floor. 
And Ample peafant's rural door. 
How pleaflng is yon oak's brown fliade ? 
The fpreading beech, th' adjacent glade ; 
The cryftal ilreams that fmoothly glide; 
The warbling thrufli at even-tide ! 
Fond man, here fweetly may'ft thou ipend 
Thy fleeting days, nor fc«r thy end : 
Stealing thro' life, as thro' the plain 
Yon rill flows iilent to the main. 
Here (when in rufiet veft the mom 
Walks o'er the mountain or the lawn) 
Thy early orifons begin. 
And live iecure from woe and fln ; 
Here too, at evening's fober hour. 
Adore the great almighty power. 
The fovereign ruler of the ikies. 
For ever juft, and good, and wife. 

ANA- 
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ANACREONTIC. 

ON THE SPRING* 

AS o'er the varied meads I ftray. 
Or trace thro' winding woods my way, 
While opening flowers their fweets exhale, 
And odours breathe in every gale ; 
Or, flretch'd beneath the beechen fhade, 
Defcry from far the funny glade ; 
Where fage Contentment builds her feat. 
And Peace attends the calm retreat ; 
My ibul refponiive hails the fcene, 
Attun'd to joy and peace within : 
But mufiag on the liberal hand 
That fcatters bleffiags o'er the land ; 
That gives for man, with power divine. 
The earth to teem, the fun to ihine ; 
My grateful mind with rapture burns. 
And pleafure (o devotion turns. 



THE 
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THE AFRICAN PRINCE, 

KOW IN ENGLAND, TO ZARA AT HIS FATHEn's 
COURT. 

WROTE IN THE YEAR MDCCXLIX. 

PRincesy my fair, unfortunately great. 
Bom to the pompous vafialage of ftate. 
Whene'er the public calls, are doom'd to fly 
Dome^c blifs, and break the private tie. 
Fame pays with empty breath the toils they bear. 
And love's foft joys are chang'd for glorious caic* 
Yet confcious virtue, in the filent hour. 
Rewards the hero with a nobler dower. 
For this alone I dar'd the roaring fea. 
Yet more, for this I dar'd to part with thee. 
But while my bofbm feels the nobler flame. 
Still unreprov'd, it owns thy gentler claim* 
Tho' virtue's awful form my foul approves, 
'Tis thine, thine only, Zara, that it loves. 
A private lot had made the claim but one. 
The prince alone mufl love, for virtue, ihun. 
Ah ! why, diHinguifh'd from the happier crowds 
To me the blifs of millions difallow'd ? 
Why was I finglcd for imperial fway. 
Since love and duty point a different way I 

Fix'il 
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FIxM the dread vojrage, and the day decitedy 
Wheoy. duty's vidiin, love was doQm'dto blaed. 
Too well my memory can thofe fcenes renew^ 
(We met to figh, to weep our lail adieik 
That confcious palm, beneath whofe towering fhade 
So oft our vows, of mutual love were made ; 
Where, hope fo oft anticipated joy. 
And plann'd of future years the bleft employ ; 
That palm was witnefs to the tears we fhed. 
When that fond hope, and all thofe joys were fled. 
Thy trembling lips, with trembling lips, I prefs'd^ 
And held thee panting to my panting breaft. 
Our fbrrowy grown too mighty to fn^in» 
Now inatch'd us, hunting, from the fenfe of pain* 
Together finking in the trance divine, 
I caught thy fleeting foul, and gave thee mine. 
O! blefl oblivion of toilnenting care ! 
O ! why recall'd to life and to defpair ? 
The dreadful fummons came, to part — and why 9 
Why not the kinder fummons but to die ? 
To die together were to part no more. 
To land in fafety on fome peaceful fliore. 
Where love's the bufinefs of immortal life. 
And happy ipi«ts only guefs at fhife. 
*< Jf in fome diflant land my prince ihoold find 
** Some nymph more fair, you cried,asZarakind''—« 
Myilerious doubt ! which could at once impart 
Relief to mine, and anguifli to thy heart. 

StiU 
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Sdll let me tritunph in the &ar expfdl. 
The voice of love that whifper'd in thy breaft; 
Nor call me cruel> for my truth (hall prove 
^Tvms but the vain anxie^ of love. 

Torn from thy fond embrace, the fh-and I gain> 
Where mourning friends infliA fuperflnous pain ; 
My father there his ibuggling iighs fupprefs'd. 
And in dumb anguifh dafp'd me to his breafl, 
Thenfoughty conceal'd the conflid of his mind. 
To give the fortitude he could not find ; 
Each life-taught precept kindly he renew'd, 
<< Thy country's good, faid he, be fliil purfued ! 
*^ If, when the gods fhall here my fbn reflore, 
'' Theie eyes fhall fleep in death, to wake no more; 
^ If then thefe limbs, that now in age decay, 
** Shall mouldering mix with earth's parental clay; 
*^ Round my green tomb perform the facred rite, 
** AlTume my throne, and let thy yoke be light ; 
'< From lands of freedom glorious precepts bring, 
" And reign at once a father and a king.'^ 

How vainly proud, the arrogantly great 
Prefume to boafl a monarch's godlike flate ! 
Subjed alike, the peafant and the king. 
To life's dark ills, and care's corroding (ting. 
From guilt and fraud, that ibikes in filence fure, 
No ihield can guard us, and no arms fecure. 
By thefe, my fair, fubdued, thy prince was loll, 
A naked captive on a bar barous coaft. 
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Nurtur'd in eafe, a thoufimd fervants round» 
My wants prerented, and my wifhes crown'd. 
No painful labours ilretch'd the tedious day» 
On downy feet my moments danc'd away. 
Where-e'er I look'd> oiEdous courtiers bow'd, 
Where-«'er I pafs'd, a fhouting people croud ; 
No fears intruded on the joys I knew. 
Each man my friend, my lovely miftrefs you. 
What dreadful change ! abandon'd and alone. 
The fhouted prince is now a flave unknown ; 
To watch his eye, no bending courtiers wait. 
No hailing crouds proclaim his regal ilate ; 
A Have, condemned, with unrewarded toil. 
To turn, from morn to eve, a burning foil. 
Fainting beneath the fun's meridian heat, 
Rouz'd by the icourge, the taunting jcR. 1 meet : 
Thanks to thy friends, they cry, whofe care recalls 
A prince to life, in whom a nation falls ! 
Unwholfome fcraps my flrength but half fuftain'J, 
From comers glean'd, and even by dogs diidain'd ; 
At night I mingled with a wretched crew,. 
Who by long ufe with woe familiar grew ; 
Of manners brutiili> mercilefs and rude^ 
They mock'dmy fuiFerings, and my pangs renewM ; 
In groans, not fleep, I pafs'd the weary night. 
And rofe to labour with the morning light. 
Yet, thus of dignity and eafe beguil'd. 
Thus fcorn'd and fcou-rg'd, infuUed and.revil'd, 

If 
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If heaven with thee my faithful arms had blefi^'d. 

And fiird with love my intervals of reft. 

Short tho* they were, my foul had never known 

One fecret wi(h to glitter on a throne ; 

The toilfome day had heard no figh of mine, 

Nor ftripes, nor fcom, had urgM me to repine. 

A monarch fUll beyond a monarch bled. 

Thy love my diadem, my throne thy breaft ; 

My courtiers, watchful of my looks, thy eyes 

Should (hine, perfuade, and flatter, and advife ; 

Thy voice my mu/ic, and thy arms Ihould be-*— 

Ah ! not the prifon of a (lave in me ! 

Could I with in^my content remain. 

And wifh thy lovely form to fliarc my chain ? 

Could this bring eafe ? forgive th* unworthy thought. 

And let the love that fmn'd atone the fault. 

Could I, a flave, and hopelefs to be free. 

Crawl, tamely recent from the fcourge, to thee ? 

Thy blooming beauties could thefe arms embrace ? 

My guilty joys enilave an infant race ? 

No : rather blaft me lightnings, whirlwind tear. 

And drive thefe limbs in atoms thro' the air ; 

Rather than this, O ! curfe me llill with life, 

And let my Zara fmile a rival's wife : 

Re mine alone th* accumulated woe. 

Nor let me propagate my curfe below. 

But, from this dreadful fcene, with joy I turn ; 
To truft in heaven, of me let Zara learn. 

Vol. IV. C "^V 



The wretch, the fordid hypocrite, that fold 
His charge, an unfufpeding prince, for gold, 
That juilice mark'd, whofe eyes can never fleep, 
And death, coromiflion'd, (mote him on the deep* 
The generous crew their port in fafety gain. 
And tell my mournful tale, nor tell in vain ; 
The king, with horror of th' atrocious deed. 
In hafte commanded, and the flave was freed. 
No more Britannia's cheek, the blufh of fhame. 
Burns for my wrongs, her king reftores her fame : 
Propitious gales, to freedom's happy ihore. 
Waft me triumphant, and the prince reftore } 
Whatever is great and gay around me fhine. 
And all the fplendor of a court is mine* 
And knowledge here, by piety refin'd. 
Sheds a bled radiance o'er my brightening mind; 
From earth I travel upward to the flcy, 
I learn to live, to reign, yet more, to die. 
O ! I have tales to tell, of love divine- 
Such blifsful tidings ! they ihall foon be thine. 
I long to tell thee, what, amaz'd, I fee. 
What habits, buildings, trades, and polity ! 
How art and nature vie to entertain 
In public ihows, and mix delight with pain* 

! Zara, here, a ilory like my own* 

With mimic (kill, in borrow'd names, was (hown S 
An Indian chief, like me, by fraud betray'd^ 
And partner in his woes an Indian maid. 

1 can't recal the fcenes, 'tis pain too great, 
^-"1, if recalVd, ftvovxUftvw^^wXftt^-aXR. 
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To write the wonders here I ftrire in vain. 
Each word, would aika thoufand to explain. 
The time (hall come, O ! fpeed the lingering hour ! 
When Zara's charms fhall lend defcription power ;> 
When plac*d befide thee in the cool alcove. 
Or thro' the green Savannahs as we rove. 
The frequent kifs ihall interrupt the tale. 
And looks Ihall fpeak my fenfe, tho' language fkiL 
Then fhall the prodigies, that round me rife. 
Fill thy dear boibm with a fweet furprize ; 
Then all my knowledge to thy faithful heart. 
With danger gain'd, lecurely 1*11 impart. 
Methinks I fee thy changing looks exprefs 
Th' alternate fenfe of pleafure and diftrcfs ; 
As all the windings of my fate I trace. 
And wing thy fancy fwift from place to place. 
Yet where, alas ! has Hattering thought convey'd 
The raviih'd lover with his darling maid ? 
Between us ftill unmeafur'd oceans roll. 
Which hoflile barks infeil, and ftorms controuh 
Be calm my boibm, fmce th' unmeafur'd main. 
And hoflile barks, and florms, are God's domain : 
He rules refiflkfs, and his power fhall guide 
My life in fafety o'er tlie roaring tide ; 
Shall blefs the love that's built on virtue's bafe. 
And ipare me to evangelize my race. 
Farewell ! thy prince ftill lives, and flill is free: 
Farewell I hope all things, and remember me. 

C 2 Xk^K^ 
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AT THE COVHT OF ANAMABOE^ TO T«l 
AFRICAN PEINCE KOW IN ENGLAND. 

SHould I the language of my hewt -conceal* 
' Nor warmly paint the paflion thct I ieel> 
My rifing wifh fhould groundlefs fears confine. 
And doubts ungenerous chill the glowing line. 
Would not my prince, with nobler warmth, difdaiH 
That love, as languid, which could ftoop to feign f 
Let guilt diilemble— in my faithful bread 
Love reigns unblam'd, and be that love confeit 
I give my bofom naked to thy view. 
For what has ihame with innocence to do ? 
In fancy, now, Ixlalp^thee to my heart, 
Exchange my vows, and all my joys impart. 
1 catch new tranfport from thy fpeaking eyej-— 
But whence this fad. involuntary figh ? 
Why pants my bofbm with intruding fears ? 
Why .from my eyes diftil unbidden tears ? 
Why do my hands thus tremble as I write? 
Why fades thy lov'd idea from my iight ? 
O ! art thou fafe on Britain's happy (hore, 
From winds that bellow, and from feas that roar f 
And has my prince — (Oh, more than mortal pain !) 
Bctray'd by ruffians, felt .the captive's chain ? 
^^ Bound 
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Bound were thoie iimbs ordain'd alone to prove 
The toils of empire, and the fweets of love? 
Hold, hold ! Barbarians of the fiercefl kind ! 
Fear heaven's red lightning — 'tis a prince ye bind ; 
A prince, whom noi4ndignities could hide. 
They knew, prefumptuous ! and the gods defied. 
Where-e'er he moves let love-join'd reverence rife. 
And all mankind behold with Zara's eyes ! 

Thy breail alonej when bounding o'«r the waves 
To freedom's clime^, from llavery and Haves ; 
Thy breaft alone the pleafing thought could framo 
Of what I felt, when thy dear letters came : 
A thoufasd times I held them to my breall, 
A thoufand times my lips the paper preil : 
My full heart panted with a joy too ilrong. 
And " Oh my prince!" died faltering on my tongue- 
Fainting I funk, unequal- to the fbife,- 
And milder joys fuilain'd returning life. 
Hope, iweet enchantrefs, round my love-fick head 
Delightful' fcenes of bleft delufion fpread. [away ; 

*' Come, come,' my prince! my charmer I hafle 
" Come, come, Lcried, thy Zara blames thy flay. 
" For thee the Ihrubs their richell fweets retain ; 
" For thee new- colours wait to paint the plain ; 
" For thee cool breezes linger in the grove, 
** The birds expert thee in the green alcove ; 
** 'Till thy return the rills forget to fall, 
" 'Till thy return, the fun, the foul of all ! — 

C 3 ^^\\^ 
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^ He comes, my maids, in his meridian charmSf 
*' He comes refulgent to his Zara's arms : 
•* With jocund fongs proclaim my love's retain 
** With jocund hearts his naptial bed adorn. 
** Bright as the fun, yet gentle as the dove, 
** He comes, uniting ms^efty and love."—— 
Too foon, alas ! the bleft delufion flies ; 
Care fwells my brea^ and forrow fills my eyes. 
Ah ! why do thy fond words fuggeft a fear ? — 
Too vaft, too numerous, thoie already here ! 
Ah ! why with doubts torment my bleeding bra 
Of feas that fbrms controul, and foes infe& ? 
My heart, in all this tedious abience, knows. 
No thoughts but thofe of feas, and ftorms, and 6 

Each joyleis morning, with the riiing fun. 
Quick to the flrand my feet fpontaneous run : 
'' Where, whereas my prince ! what tidings hav< 

"brought?" 
Of each' I met with pleading tears I fought. 
In vain I fought— —fome, confciotxsof mypain. 
With horrid iilence pointed to the main ; 
Some with a fneer the brutal thought .expreft. 
And plung'd the dagger of a barbarous jeft ; 
Day fbllow'd day, and fliii I wiih'd the next. 
New hopes ftill flatter'di and new doubts perplex 
Day followM day, the wiih'd to-morrow came } 
My hopes, donbts, fears, anxieties the iame^ 
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At length—— •* O Power Supreme ! whoeVr thou art, 
*• Thy fhrine the fky, the fea, the earth, or heart; 
" Since every clime, and all th* unbounded main, 
<< And hofHle barks, and dorms, are thy domain, 
" If faithful paflion can thy bounty move, 
" And goodnefs fure muft be the friend of love, 
** Safe to thefe arms my lovely prince reflore, 
<' Safe to his Zara's arms, to part no more. 
" 01 grant to virtue thy prote^ing care, 
"And grant thy love to love's avaiKng prayer, 
** Together then, and emulous to praife, 
** A flowery altar to thy name we'll raife ; 
*' There, Mt and laft, on each returning day, 
«* To thee our vows of gratitude we'll pay." 

Fool that I was, to all my comfort blind, 
Why, when thou went'ft, did Zara flay behind ? 
How could I fondly hope one joy to prove, 
'Midil all the wild anxieties of love ? 

Had fate, in other mold, thy Zara form'd. 
And my bold breaft in manly friend (hip warmM« 
How had I glowM exulting at thy fide ! 
How all the (hafts of adverfe fate defied ! 
Or yet a woman, and not nerv'd for toil. 
Oh ! that with thee I'd tum'd a burning foil ! 
In the cold piifon had I lain with thee. 
In love ftill happy, we had ftill been free ; 
Then fortune, brav'd, had own'd fupcrior might. 
And pin'd with envy, while we forc'd delight. 

C + WKy 
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Why (houldft thou bid thy loyc remember thee 
Thine all my thoughts have been, and ftill (hall I 
Each night the cool Savannahs have I fbnght. 
And breath'd the fondnefs of enamour*d though 
The curling breezes mnrmui'd as I fighM, 
And hoarfe, at diflance, roar'd my foe the tide: 
My breaft fUll haunted by a motley train» 
Now doubts, now hopes prevailed, now joy, nowpai 
Now fix'd I ftand, my fpirit fled to thine» 
Nor note the time, nor fee the fun decline; 
Now ronz'd I (but, and wing'd with fear I mui 
In vain, alas ! for '|is myfelf I (hun. 
When kindly fleep its lenient balm fupplied. 
And gave that comfort waking thought denied ; 
Laft night— but why, ah Zara! why impart 
The fond, fond fancies of a lovedck heart ? 
Yet true delights on fimcy's wings are brought. 
And love's foft raptures realized in thottght«-«<»> 
Laft night 1 faw, methinks I fee it now— - 
Heaven's awful concave round thy Zara bow ; 
When fudden thence a flaming chariot flew, 
Which earth received, and fix white courien dreiK 
Then — quick tranfition— did thy Zara ride. 
Borne to the chariot— wonderous-— by thy (ide 
All glorious both, from clime to clime we flew. 
Each happy clime with fweet furprize wc view. 
A iboufand voices fung-— " All blifs betide 
•* The prince of Lybia, and his faithful J)ride." 
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^ Ti$ done, 'tis done" refounded thro' the fklest 
Add quick aloft the car began to rife ;. 
Ten thoufand beauties crouded on my ^ght. 
Ten thottiand glories beani'd a dazzling light. 
My thoughts could bear no more, the vi£on fled^, 
And wretched Zara view'd her lonely bed.— - 
Come, fweet interpreter, and eafe my foul ; 
Come to my bofiim, and explain the whole. 
Alas ! my prince— -yet hold, my struggling bread I 
Sure we ihall meet again, again be blefl. 
•* Hope all, thou fay'ft, I live, and lUll am frtc;** 
Oh then prevent thofe hopes, and hafle to me. 
Eafe all the doubts thy Zara's bofom knows. 
And kindly ftop the torrent of her woes.— — 
But, that I know too well thy generous heart. 
One doubt, than all, more torment would impart; 
Tis this,- in Britain's happy courts to fhine, 
Amidil a thoufand blooming maids, is thine-— 
But thou, a thoufand blooming maids among. 
Art ftill thyielf, incapable of wrong ; 
No outward charm con captivate thy mind. 
Thy love is fnendfhip heighten'd and refin'd ; 
Tis what my foul, and not my form infpires. 
And bums with fpotlefs and immortal fires. 
Thy joys, like mine, from confcious truth arife. 
And, known theie joys, what others canil thou prize ? 
Be jealous doubts the curfe of fordid minds. 
Hence, jealous doubts, I give ye to the winds.— 

Once 
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Once more, O come ! and fnatch me lo thy arms 
Come, fhield my beating heart from vain alarms! 
Come, let me hang enamour'd on thy breaft. 
Weep pleafing tears, and be with joy diihieft I 
Let me (till hear, and ftill demand thy tale, 
And^ oft nenew'd* ftiU let my fuit prevail I 
Much ftill remains to tell and to jcnqiiire^ 
My hand itiU writes, and wriang prompts defire 
&f y pen denies my laft farewell to write. 
Still, ftill, <« return,*' my wifkfal thoughts indite 
OK hear, my prince, thy love, thy miiftrefs calU 
Think o'er each tender name, and hear by all. 
Oh pleafing intercourfe of foul with fbal* 
Thus, while I write, I fee, I clafp thee whole t 
And thefe kind letters trembling Zara drew. 
In: every line fhall bring her to thy view. 
Return, return, in love and truth exceil ; 
Return^ I write 5 I cannot add Farewell. 
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«BELARD TO ELOISA* 

^ B7 MR. WiLLIAM PATTlSOfT. 

Sr my dark cdl, low profbate on the ground, 
l^ooniingmy crimes, thy letter entrance found; 
o fbon my foul the well-known name confeft ; 
' beatbg heart fprung fiercely in my bread : 
ro' 1^7 whole frame a guilty tranfport glow'd» 
d ilreaming torrents from my eyes fail flow'd. 
Bloiiki art thou itiU the fame ? 
& thou ftill nouriih this dettru^ve flame ? 
.ve not the gentle rules of peace and heaven 
3m thy foft foul this fatal paffion driven ? 
as ! I thought thee difengag'd and free ; 
id can'ft thou ftill, ftill figh and weep for me ? 

* The editor of Poems by enuiient ladies in two vol. 
DO. printed for R. Baldwin in 1755* have afcribed thit 
m to xnrs. Madtn> and paid her handfome compliments 
>B it ; whereas mr. Pattifon, late of Sidney Coll. Camb. 
tndoubtedly the author ; it being printed among his poems, 
ich were publiflied A. D. 1728. In the memoirs of his 
prefixed to his poems, page 42. there is likewife a letter 
:d York, OA. 20. 1726. wherein this poem is mentioned 
'attifoa'if and much commcaded. 

What 
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What powerful deity, what hallow'd fhrlnc. 
Qui (ave me fix>m a love and ^th like thine ?^ 
Where fliall I fly, when not this awful cave, 
Whofe rugged feet the furging billows lave; 
When not thefe gloomy cloifter's folemn walls. 
O'er whofe rough fides the languid ivy crawls ; ' 
When my dread vows* in vain their force oppofe^ 
Opposed to love— alas ! how vain, are v©W8 1 
In fruitlefs penitence I wear away 
Each tedious night ; each fad revolving day 
I fail, I pray ; and, with deceitful art. 
Veil thy dear image from my tortur*d heart: 
My tortur'd heart coniliding. paflions- rnove^ 
I hope, defpair, repent— -yet ftill I love- 
A thoufand jarring thoughts my bofbm tear». 
For thou, nor God, O £loife art there. 
To the falfe world's deluding pleafures dead» 
Nor longer by its wandering Ares mifledi 
In learn'd difputes harih precepts I infufe. 
And give that counfel I want power to ufc. 
The rigid maxims of the grave and wife 
Have quench'd each milder fparkle of my eyes ;• 
Each lovely feature of this well-known face, 
JJy grief reversed, afTumes a llemer grace. ** 
O Eloifa ! fhould the fates once more^ 
Indulgent to my view, thy charms rellore ! 
How wouldft thou from my arms with horror Hart, 
To inifs the form familiar to thy heart ! 

No u 'the 
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\ Voaght coald thy quick, thy piercing judgment Tee^ 
To fpcak thy Abclard— -but love of thee. 
JLean abflinence, pale grief, and haggard care. 
The dire attendants of forlorn defpair. 
Have Abelaid the young, the gay, removM, 
And in the hermit iunk the man yon lov'd. 
Wrapt in the gloom '^efe holy man/ions fhed. 
The thorny paths of penitence I tread ; 
Loft to the world, from all Its interefts free. 
And torn from all my foul held dear in thee. 
Ambition, with its train of frailties gone. 
All love, all forms forgot, but thine alone. 
Amid the blaze of day, the dufk <^ night. 
My Eloifa rifes to my fight : 
VeilUi, as in Paraclete's fecluded towers, 
The wretched mourner counts the lagging hours ; 
I hear her iighs, fee the fwift-falling tears. 
Weep all her griefs, and pine with all her cares. 
O vows ! O convents ! your flem force impart, 
And-frovra the melting phantom from my heart : 
Let other fighs a worthier forrow (how ; 
Let other tears, for iln, repentant flow : 
Low to the earth my guilt)' eyes I roll. 
And humble to the duft my contrite fouh 
Forgiving power ! thy gracious call I meet. 
Who firft impower'd this rebel heart to beat ; 
Who thro' this trembling, this offending frame. 
For nobler ends diffus'd life's a6live flame : 

(« 
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P change the temper of dili labonriiig bfeaft. 
And form anew each beatiog puUe to reft ! 
Let fpringing grace, fair faith, and hope remove 
The fatal traces of deftra6tive love ; 
Deftrudive love from its warm maniioa tear. 
And leave no tracks of Eloifa there. 
Are thefe the wiQies of my inmoft ibul f 
Would I its fofteft» tendered fenie oontroal I 
Would I this tottch'dy this glowing heart refine 
To the cold fnbftance of that marble (hrine ? 
Transform'd like theie pale fwarms that round m 
Of bleft infenfibles -— who know not love ? [mov 
Ah ! rather let me keep this haplefs flame ; 
Adicuy falfe honour ! unavailing ^uue ! 
Not your harfh rules, but tender love fupplies 
The ftreams that guih from my defpairing eyes ; 
I feel the traitor melt around my heart. 
And thro' my veins with treacherous influence dari 
Infpire me, heaven ! afllft me grace divine ! 
Aid me, ye faints ! unknown to crimes like mine 
You who on earth ferene all griefs could pro\'e. 
All but the torturing pangs of hopelefs love : 
A holier rage in your pure bofoms dwelt. 
Nor can you pity what you never felt. 
A fympathizing grief alone can cure ; 
The hand that heals muft feel what I endure : 
Thou Eloife alone canfl give me ea(e. 
And bid my ftruggling foul AibAde to peace ; 

Rcftoi 
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'€ me to my long-loft hpven of refty 
:akc thyfelf from my reludlant bread, 
mes like mine could an allay receive^ 
bleft allay thy wonderous charms mu£t girei 
bnn, that £Hl to love my heart inclined, 
vanders in my loft, my guilty mind : 
thee as the new-blown bloflbms fair* 
litly as light, and ibft as fummer's air ; 
t as their beams thy eyes a mind difdofe, 
i on thy lips gay bluih'd the fragrant rofe : 
fouxbf and beauty, in each feature (hone, 
1 by my fate, I gaz'd— — and was undone I 
: died the generous fire, whofe vigorous flarn^ 
g'd my foul, and urg'd me on to fame ; 
une» nor wealth, my foften'd heart could move^ 
;art«. infenfible to all but love ! 
ti'd from myielf my learning taflelefs grew, 
my philofophy oppos'd to you. 
n of woes fucceed, nor fhould we mourn 
loors which cannot, ought not to return* 
ce to love I fway'd thy yielding mind, 
ond, alas !— too fatally inclin'd ! 
rtue now let me thy breaft infpire, 
an with zeal divine the holy fire ; 
i thee to injur'd heaven, all-chang'd, to turn^i 
>id thy foul with facred raptures burn, 
t my own example could impart 
loble warmth to thy foft trembliAg hear(! 

That 
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That mine, with plons nndiflembled cirCy 
Might aid the latent virtue ftraggling there ! 
Alas I rave ! nor grace, nor zeal divine. 
Burns in a breaft o'erwhelm'd with crimes Hke mic 
Too Aire I find, while I the tortures prove 
Of feeble piety, conflicting love, 
On black defpair my fbrc'd devotion built, 
Abfence, to me, has iharper pangs than guilt» 
Ah *! yet, my Eloife, your charms I view. 
Yet breathe my fighs, my tears yet pour for you 
Each weak refinance flronger knits my chain, 
I figh, weep, love, defpair, repent— in vain. 
Hafte, Eloifa, hade, your lover ^ree, 
Amidil your warmer prayers, O think of me ! 
Wing with your rifing zeal my groveling mind. 
And let me mine from your repentance find : 
Ah ! labour, drive, your love, yourfelf coatroul, 
The change will fuie affed my kindred foul i 
In bkft confent our purer &ghs ihaii grieve, 
And heaven affifting fhall our crimes forgive. 
But if unhappy, wretched, loft, in vain. 
Faintly th' unequal combat you fuftain ; 
If not to heaven you feci your bofom rife. 
Nor tears refin'd fall contrite from your eyes ; 
Jf flill your heart its wonted pafiions move. 
If ftill, to fpeak all pains in one— —you love» 
Deaf to the weak efTays of living breath. 
Attend the (trong^r eloqt^ence of death. 

Wh 
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When that kind power this captive foul ihall free, 
(Which only then can ceafc to doat on thee) 
When gently funk to my eternal fleep. 
The Paraclete my peacefal urn fliall keep ; 
Then, Eloifa, then your lover view, 
See his quench'd eyes no longer fix'd on you ; 
From their dead orbs that tender utterance flown. 
Which firft to yours my heart's foft tale made known ; 
This brcaft no more (at length to eafe confign'd) 
Pant like the waving afpin in the wind ; 
See all my wild, tumultuous paflions o'er^ 
And you, amazing change ! belov'd no more ; 
Behold the deftin'd end of human love — • 
But let the fight your zeal alone improve : 
Let not yow confcious foul, to forrow mov'd, 
Recal how much, how tenderly I lov'd ; 
With pious care your fruitlefs grief reftrain. 
Nor let a tear your (acred veil profane ; 
Nor even a figh on my cold urn beilowr 
But let your breaft with new-born raptures glow ; 
Let love divine^ail mortal love dethrone. 
And to your mind immortal joys make known ; 
Let heaven relenting ftrike your ravifh'd \iew. 
And ftill the bright, the blefl purfuit renew ; 
So with your crimes fliall your misfortunes cea(e. 
And your rack'd foul be cabnly hufli'd to peace. 

Vol. IV. D RO- 
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ROSAMOND TO HENR 

AN EPISTLE. 

BY THE SAME. 

^Quails popul«a monreni Phikmela iiib unM 
Iletnodtem, ramoqne fedens mifiBrabile carmen 
integrate et mceftis laU loca queftibni implet. 

ViRO. Geo 

FRom thefe loneihades, and ever-gloomy bcm 
Once the dear fcenes of Hemy's fofter hoi 
What tender ftrains of paflion can impart 
The pangs of abfence to an amorous heart ! 
Far, far too faint the powers of language prow 
Language that flow interpreter of love ! 
Souls pair'd like ours, likeours to union wrought 
Converfc by iilent fympathy of thought ^ 

then, by that myflerious art, diviae 
The wild impatience of my breaft by thine i 
And, to conceive what I would fay to thee. 
Conceive, my love, what thou wouldH fay to mt 

As in the tendemefs of foul I figh, 
Methinks I hear thy tender foul reply ; 
And as in thought, o'er heaps of heroes flain, 

1 (trace thy progrefs on the fatal plain, - . 

Pcrh 
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J thy. thought explores me thro' the grove, 
tftening, fteals an interval of love ; 
leep covert of a Lowering fhade 
es my pofhire— languilhingly laid ! 
idly folac'd with the murmuring fprings, 
lelting into tears, the ibfteft things ! 
w the feign'd ideas all agree ! 
ers the (hade, fo melt my tears for thee I 
18 in Eden, once we blifsful lay, 
t night ftole, unheeded, on the day ! 
t-breath'd raptures charm'd the liflening 
was harmony, for all was love ! [grove, 
ark ! the trumpet founds ! fee difcords rife ! - 
lonr calls ; from me my Henry flies ! [eyes ! 
2 to him, more bright than Rofamonda's 
18 my honour with his paffion drove, 
18 1 pitied, and indulg'd his love : • 

1 cried, *' honour was an empty name, 
love afweeter recompence than fame." 
had I liv'd in fbme obfcure retreat, 
f fair, and innocently fweet ; 
id I blefs'd fbme humble ihepherd's arms ! 
!pt my fame as fpotlefs as my charms ! 
add thou ne'er beheld thefe eyes of mine, 
y bewail'd the fatal power of thine ! 
tal power ! to me for ever dear — 
I my tender breaft, and rooted there ! 

D 2 Y-^iT 
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For ever in nfiy tender breaft remain—— 
And be for ever a delightful pain ! 

With what furprize thofe glories firft I view'd, 
That in one moment my whole heart fubdued! 
With fuch refiftleffi beams, fo fierce they (hone. 
Not fuch the dazding radiance of thy crown ! 
Sent from thy crown t never felt a dart; 
The lover, not the monarch, won my h^art: 
Nor e'er the monarch with futh chafms appears, 
As when the lover's foften'd drefe he wears : 
As when he, filent, deigns my breaft to feek, 
And looks fuch language as no tongue can ipcak. 

Whene'er my crimes (if love a crime can he. 
If 'tis a crime to live, and die for thee !) 
In hideous forms arife, and cloud my foul, 
One thought of Henry can that gloom controul: 
No more my breaft alternate paffions move, 
The frofts of honour melt before the fires of love. 

Again I muft repeat that fatal hour, 
Which fnatch'd my Henry from his Woodftock 
When mad Bellona, with^uimultuous cries, [bower; 
The hero rouz'd, and drown'd the lover^s fighs. 
Stretch'd on my downy couch at eafe I lay, 
And fought by reading to beguile the day ; 
With amorous ftrains I footh'd a grateful fire. 
And all the woman glow'd with foft defire. 
'Till, as I wifh'd, I heard the vocal breeze 
Proclaim my Henry niftling thro* the trees ; 

O'cijoy'd, 
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4y J jran to meet thy longing anni, 
te a 4ear remembrance of thy cbgrm/s i 
1 1 Aw (bni? ia4 ponceai'd furpris^e, 
thy cheeks, and Ungniih on thino eyf ( s 
ndi di^embl^d fmile fi forrow fide, 
Uper'd out the fecret of thy foul. 
i$ could mem uncertain to divine ; 
: J knewy yet fear'd ibme fault was mine. 
I thy love difpell'd thofe airy fears, 
\ 9iu i *-*-but brought too folid carep* 
tth haAd$» entwin'd in handst we w^lk'dt 
, ^d haplefi lovers, fUll thou talW : 
^ of pity anfwer'd each fed moai}, . 
aheir feeming miferi^s wept thy own> 
lOt leave her ! " -'-f I p'erheard the^ foy, -^ 
p the ibul, X funk> 4nd dkd away, 
treftor'dme, thou alone canft tell> 
kind arms embraced me a$ J fj^ll. 
ling eye& fix'd OA thy beauties hung» 
ears drank the cordial of thy tongue* 
y thoughts return with killing pain, 
hy anns X fmk> and fwoon again : 
on doCt my fweet phyfician pr^vcp 
ith to life alternately X move, 
d by anguiih, now revived by lover 
I, without difguife, the truth I found, 
isdng forrows knew no bound: 



I 
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My locks I tore; then all-intrancM I la^r, -% 

'Till by degrees my grief to words gave way, I 
And foft I cried, — " oh! ftay, my Henry ftay. J 
" Onemomentmore! — add yet,— and yet, a kifs!— 
** Oh ! give me thine» and take ray fosl in this ! 
" Earewcll! — perhaps, fareVifell for ever !— -oh 
** Who can fuftain fo dire a weight of woe ?" 

Ah ! wretched maid ! —alas ! a maid no more ! 
No herbs that fpotlefs title can reftore ! 
Ah 1 who ihall now proted thy injur*d fiune ? 
Who ihield thy weaknefs from th' aflaolts of ihame 
Who lull thy anxious foul to balmy reft, 
If Henry, deareft Henry, flies thy brcaft ? 

Yet, tho* he flies, your wings, ye angels, fpread. 
And hover guardians o'er my Henry's head ! 
Who knows, but this kind prayer is ponr'd too late, 
And he already flruggles with his fate ? 
Already wounded, pants, and gafps in death. 
And Rofamonda is his lateft breath i 

Propitious heaven ! vouchfafe a gradons ear ! 
Grant thefe be only phantoms of my fear : 
Heaven (till is gracious, if true fuppliants pray! 
And lo !— -the foul chimeras fleet away ! 
Tranfporting profpeds to my wiflies rife. 
Beam on my foul, and brighten in my eyes ! 
He lives ! he lives ! I fee his banner fpread, 
And laurels wreath'd round the gay vifior's head ! 
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ds ! convey the news to Albion's ffoods ! 
is ! reiband it to the joyous woods ! 
ms woods ! your tuneful choirs prepare 
. my hero from the toils of war ! 
five ftenes i too besuitiful to ftay 1 
ide in viiionary fbeaks away. 
10 lovely Henry now is nigh ^ 
lius took his form to footh my eye. 
re I ieem his melting voice to hear ! 
babbling fountains I nor abufe my ear. 
ers ! ye ^ams I ye gales, no longer move I 
I how (bong is fancy join'd with love t 
Tail inconilancy of mortal ftate! 
lur dejeded, and the next elate ! 
by falfe hopes, or by falfe fears depreft,. 
iferent pailions fway the human breaft ! 
uling pleafures with fair charms invite, 
owning horrors with black trains afFright.- 
difbufts the prefent joys controul, 
Qcy triumphs o'er the reasoning foul, 
nid the trees I fbUtary rove, 
res awake fome image of my love : 
•e'er their arms in amorous foldings join^- 
iging arms I fpread to ibid in thine, 
auteous flowers thy face refleded bear, 
^ers in beauty may with thee compare) 
vafted fragrancies thy breath infpire, 
y foul kindles with ideal £re I 

D 4 The 
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Thctliidc-w^av'dlhadesyMidgfOveinorcUn^grovCi 

Are emblems of tk' eternity of lore. 

My blufhing guilt the crisilbQ rofcs p«iit» 

And I, like rofea, nnfappcMted fsmti 

Like their&xny yoothful duurms (if channs) coftfame, 

For love, a clofer cankcr» eats my bloom. 

How bled might otker nymphs funreythefefcenest 
Fountains^ and fhades» and hills, and flowery greeni i 
Profpefb on profpeds might detain the fight. 
And flill variety give new delight. 
Bat I, with thee, fhould And in deferts eafe; 
Withont thee, not even Paradife could pleafe : 
Wilds, by thy prefence, gardens would appear ; 
Gardens are wilds, £nce Henry is not here. 
Let grottos fink, or porticos ariie, 
Heedlefs I view them with unpleafur'd eyes : 
Their mantling umbrage cools the noon-day fire* 
But what can cool a lover's fierce defire? 

In the deep bofom of a darkfome ihade» 
By baleful yew and moomfiil cyprefs made» 
A widow-turtle weeps her raviih'd love. 
And forrowfully folaces the grove ; 
Sometimes my paffion I aloud difdofe; 
The widow'd turtle, anfwering, cooes her woes. 

Bred by my hand, my forrow's fad relief, 
A little linnet learns to figh mj grief ; 
Taught by my voice, and by obedience tame. 
The pretty lifpcr whifiics Henry^s name : 

Perch'd 
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Percli'd an ny ]|C4ui the fylyan fyren fingsi, , 

AAd tiine9 Ae hftriber notes of gvrgUn;! ^riags, 
Embofooi'd ia it vale, thou know'll the (hade* 
Faft by themanapiY of a foft cafcadc « 
Therf» while one aight full beam^ of Cynthia play* 
(Warm was the night) with wanderings tir'd, I lay, 
TiU* by degF^s» the falling waters dos'd 
My eye-lida» and my wearied limbs repos'd« 
Suddea the fairy monarch I beholdv 
Near he approach'd, and thus my fate foretold : 
('Twas the iSune Oberon, that once we &w 
Circle the green, and give his dancers law,) 

" Unhappy nymph', thy beaaty is thy crime— 
<< And muft fuch beaaty periih in its prime ! 
" No more great Henry fliall enjoy thofe charms, 
** Nor thou ill-fated fair adorn his arms ! 
** Cropt like an opening rofe, thy fall I fear ! 
" Bdt rife and fupplicate the vengeance near/* 
*■ Then (as methought) I wak'd with threatened 
Emerging from thick ihades a phantom rofe : [woes. 
One hand fuflain'd a fhort, but naked fword,— ^ 
And one a golden bowl with poifon ftor'd : 
The jealous queen the frowning form expre&M, 
It {poke, and aim'd the dagger at my breafl. 

" Arife ! nor afk thy crime — but chufe thy fate, 
" Know prayers arc vain —repentance is too late I 
" •Vengeance is mine— ^ Here! drink this poifon'd 

" bowl, 
'** Or this keen dagger drinks thy guilty foul !" 
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It ceas'd : convulfions in my bofem firove. 
My curdling blood fcarce in ftiff tides coald move.^ 
Thrice I cried, " Henry !" with a feeble found, 
And thrice I ftarted at the (ad rebound ! 
Even echo now grew frightful : with furprize 
Trembling I lay, nor daPd unveil my eyes, 
'Till warbling birds prodaim'dr the morning lights 
And told me, 'twas a vifion oi the nigh&; 
Yet not the morn- could chace my gloomy care. 
But winds and trees alarm'd my ibul with fear f 
While waving boughs, that in the fun-beams playM, 
Seem'd to ihow daggers in each pointed ihade. 
Why was I form'd with fuch a coward mind f 
The fport of fhadows, or a rufiling wind ! 
Nerves, better ftrung, did manly fpirits warm,. 
Glad would I part with every female charm,- 
Then, ca^'d in fteel, thefront of battle dare. 
And, with great Henry, rouze the foul of war I 
This arm fhouki guard the hero from the foe. 
Repel the florm, or intercept the blow ; 
And (hould my weaknefs in the warrior fail,. 
The foft-befeeching woman ihould prevail ; 
For thee I'd footh each proud infulting foe,. 
And melt him with petitionary woe ; 
With thee in every hardy hazard join, . 
In dangers fave thy life to make it mine ; 
By night compofe thy harrafs'd head to reft». . 
And hufli it on the pillow of my breaft; 

Widi 
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With patient eyes eternal vigils keep. 
And court good angds to proted): thy fieep. 

Alas ! in vain I urge my fruftrate will, 
I find myfelf a feeble woman ftill ; 
The feeble woman to my breaft returns. 
For Henry's gone, and Rofamonda mourns ! 
O ! iee my eyes their flreaming anguiih pour, 
O ! hear my fighs increafe the fwelling ihower; 
What can I more than fhed my tears and fighs i 
Poor woman's fbength alone in weaknefs lies. 

But whither is ungovern'd fancy flown ? 
Thoughts of impoflibilities be gone 1 
Guilt claims no miracles, nor heaven confpires 
To aid my crimes, and fan my lawlefs fires. 
Life irkibme grows ; detefled is the light. 
And my foul dreads the vifions of the night. 
Swift let me to fome hallow'd convent go !— 
Can I for ever Henry leave ? — ah I no : — 
But O loft innocence !— I loft a name : — 
O honour !—— broken is the bubble, fame. 
Are my fins monftrous ? do invented crimes. 
Alike unknown to paft or preient times. 
Demand red vengeance ? fome peculiar curfe?— 
Crowds ftand recorded for the fame, — or worfe. 
Have I, unpitying, heard the poor complain. 
Or feen the wretched weep, and weep in vain ? 
Have I my flame feign'd for a fordid end ? 
E'er wrong'd a foe, or e'er betray'd a friend ? 

Not 



Not to my ctuurge foch ^Hbim ks^ mglice brpught* 
Love, Qoly {ovf » is my uaboaiuM fault : 
A fault, that fure may b^aven tq pity move. 
Since half of heaven ('tis (aid) coniifts in love. 

Ah ! foolifh nymph !«-^-*iIere, view thf queen! 
. the laws !— ^ 
But there view Henry as th'^Qch^tiug caufet 
By fuch a caufe th^ pmfiffft WQUI4 retire* 
And quit the veftal for 9 nobler fir«* 

I voXi agiin th' immortal pownr^ implore; 
Brave Henry for Britanoig'i lake reftore 1 
In him fhe lives, to him her joys are due. 
And only fends her earlieft thimks to you. 
But 0.1 xay lord, my darling lord, beware! 
Tempt not too bold the dangeil^ of the war I 
Think, when thou {ee& the fate-impelling dar^ 
O! think it aim'd at Rofamonda's heart I 
Were but each breail: as foft as mine, op more 
Should tumults rife, or martial thunders roar: 
Heroes fhould fcorn the glories of the fields 
And ^e fam'd laurel to the myrtle yield : 
For fweeter paflions fweeter ftrifes infpire* 
And love alone fhould fet the foul on fire* 

May then thefe eyes in tears no longer mourn. 
But cheerful hail their Henry's wifh'd returu \ 
O ! fwift, vidlorious, huih the war's alarms { ^ 
Swift, if thy Rofamonda boafts fome charms,^ . > 
Fly on the wings of love andconqueft to her arms ! 3 

HENRY 
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HENRY TO ROSAMOND. 

AN EPtfiTLB. 
BT THE fiAM E. 

SHall then hit beintecms RoTamonda mourn. 
Nor Henry^i fool the foft complaint ittum ? 
O ceafe, my ^r ! I deeply fl^l thy fmart> 
And all thy fbrrows double in my heart, t 
Far from my breaft, ye fcenes of War ! remova^ 
Far from my breaft be eirery fcene but lov«$ 
Soft rifing thoughtt as ^en, in WoodAock-boweri, 
Joyfiil, we lot'd away the laughini; hoors. 

Now midnight reft relievet the feldier'B care, 
Hufh*d anc the drums, and every voice rf w» ; 
Faint gleam the Ares along the deWy ^Id, 
And faint the AOife that (leeping courfers yield ; 
Yet love, Ae lordly tyrant of my breaft, 
Alarms my foul, and interrupts my reft } 
In vain a nation's cares the monarch move> 
For ah ! far greater is the monarch love ! 

Warm from my lips thy tender letter lies, 
And every word is magic to my eyes ; 
Weeping, I read, and hear thy foft-breath'd woes, 
And all the warrior in the lover lofe : 

Then 
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Then I by fancy vanilh'd joys rcftore, 

FcAft on falfe love, and a^ paft pleafures o'er; 

Fancy can footh my foul with pleaiing dreams» 

While tented Gallia bowery Woodflock feems ; 

Led by delufive Heps, in thought, I rove 

Thro' weH known greens,and every winding grove; 

There, h^ply on fome flowery bank reclin'd. 

My fweet-repoiing Rofamonda find; 

When dioa (for then thy fecret thoughts I fee) 

In pious flumbers breath'A thy foul to nie ; 

DiiTolv'd with joy, and feafting on thy charms, 

I claip thee in imaginary arms^ 

And then— ah then ! — I fecm fincerely bleft— 

Then only Rofamonda knows the reft— ^ 

O glories ! empires ! crowns i how weak ye prove, 
If thus out-rivall'<i by a dream of love I 
O love ! what joys thy real fweets beftow. 
When even their ihadows can Oraniport me fo ! 
O Miis extatic ! bleil relief from cares ! 
Thus let me lofe my foul in fofter wars ! 
Be love's transporting iighs my fweet alarms. 
Nor worlds, but Rofamonda crown my*arms ! 
In her alone my full defires agree. 
Her charms are empires, glones, all to me ! 



ABE LARD 
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ABELARD TO ELOISA, 

MY T41E LATE liR. CAiVTHORNE, MASTER OP 
TUNBRIDGE-SCHOOL. 

ARGUMEJfT. 

Abelard and Eloifk flonriihed in the twelfth century : 
they wore two of the moft diftingui(hed perfbns of 
their age m learning and beauty, but for nothing 
more famous than for their unfortunate paffion. 
After a long courfe of calamities, they retired 
each to a feveral convent, and confecrated the 
remainder o^ their days to religion. It was 
many years after this feparation, that a letter of 
Abelard's to a ^end, which contained the hii^ 
tory of his misfortunes, fell into the hands of 
Eloifa: this occaiioned thole celebrated letters 
(out of which the following is partly extrz&ed), 
which give (b lively a pidure of the ftruggles of 
grace and nature^ virtue and paflion. 

MR. POPE. 

AH, why this boding dart ? this fudden pain. 
That wings my pulfe, and (hoots ^m vein to 
What mean, regardlefs of yon midnight bell, f vein ? 
Thcfe earth-born vifions faddening o'er my cell ? 

What 
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What ftrangc difbrdcr prompts thefe thoughts t» 

' glow ? 
Thefe fighs to murmur» and thefe tears to flow ? 
Tis flie» 'tb Eloifa's form reflor'd, 
Once a pare faint, and more diaa faints ador'd: 
She comes in all her killing charms confeft. 
Glares thro' the gloom, and poort upon my breaft. 
Bid heaven's bright guard from Paraclete remove. 
And drags me back to mifery iaxA lovt . 

Snjoy thy triumphs, dear illbfton ! fte 
This iad apoflate from his Qod to thee ; 
Seei at thy call, my guilty warmths return/ 
plame thro' my blood, and fteal me from my am* 
Yet, yet, frail Abelard I one effort try. 
Ere the laft lingering fpark of virtue die ; 
The deadly charming forcerefs conttoul. 
And fpite of nature tear her from thy foul. 

Long has that foul in theie unfocial woods, 
Where anguifli mufes, and where horror bfoods> 
From love's wild vifionary wifliet ftray'd. 
And fought to lo(e thy beauties in the ihade. 
Faith dropt a fmile, devotion lent her fire. 
Woke the keen pang, and fandtified defire ; 
Led me enraptur'd to the bleft abode. 
And uught my heart to glow with all its God. 
But oh, how weak fair faith and virtue prove I 
When Eloifa melts away in love I 

When 
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lifhen her fond foul impaffion'd, rapt, anveil'dy* 
io joy forgotten, and no wifh conceal'd» 
lows thro' her pen as infant foftnefs free, 
Vad fiercely fprings in ecftaiies to nre. 
f e heavens ! as walking in yon (acred £uie 
Vith every feraph warm in every vein, 
[aft as remorfe had rous'd an aking figh, 
^nd my torn foul hung trembling in my eye, 
'.n that kind hour thy.fatal letter came, 
L faw, I gaz'd, I fhiver'd at the name ; 
The confcious lamps at once forgot to fhinc. 
Prophetic tremors fhook the hallo w'd ihrine ; 
Prieib, cenfers, altars from thy genius fled. 
And heaven itfelf fhut on me while I read. 

Dear finiling mifchief I art thou flill the fame. 
The ftill pale vidim of too {oft a flame? 
Warm, as when firft with more than mortal ihine 
Each melting eye-ball mix'd thy foul with mine f 
Have not thy tears for ever taught to flow. 
The glooms of abfence, and the pangs of woe. 
The pomp of facrifice, the whifper*d tale. 
The dreadful vow yet hovering o*er thy veil. 
Drove this bewitching fondnefs from thy breaft ? 
Corb'd the loofe wifh, and form'd each pulfe to refl? 
And canfl thou flill, ftiU bend the fuppliant knee 
To love*s dead fhrine, and weep and figh for me ? 
Then take me, take me, lock me in thy arms. 
Spring to my lips, and give me all thy charms : 

Vol. IV. E No, 



No, fly mtf % me, fpread th' impatient fail. 
Steal the Uork's wing, and moant the fwifteft gak 
Skim the lad ocean, freeze beneath the pole ; 
Renounce me, curfe me, root thee from thy fc 
Fly, fly, for juftice bares the arm of God ; 
And the grafp'd vengeance only waits his nod. 
Are thefe my wiihes ? can they thus afpire? 
Does phrenzy form them, or does grace inspire 
Can Abelard, in hurricanes of zeal. 
Betray his heart, and teach thee not to feel ? 
Teach thy enamour'd fpirit to difown 
Each human warmth, and chill thee into ftone i 
Ah, rather let my tendereft accents move 
The laft wild tumults of unholy love ! 
On that dear bofom trembling let me lie. 
Pour out my foul, and in fierce raptures die, 
Rouze all my paflions, ad my joys anew. 
Farewell, ye cells I ye martyr'd (aints ! adieu: 
Sleep confcience, fleepi each awful thought 

drown'd. 
And feven-fold darknefs veil the fcene around. 
What means this paufe, this agonizing ftart f 
This glimpfc of heaven quick-rufhing thro' i 
IVIethinks I fee a radiant crofs difplay'd, [heai 
A wounded faviour bleeds along the (hade ; 
Around th* expiring God bright angels fly. 
Swell the Joud hymn', and open all the iky: 
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me, fave me, ere the thunders roll, 
ll's black caverns fwallow up my foul, 
rn, ye hours ! when guiltlefs of a ftain, 
>ng-plum'd genius throb'd in every vein, 
varm'd with all th' Egyptian fanes infpir'd, 
lens boafted, and all Rome admir'd ; 
fit in its full meridian (hone, 
val bluihing, and each heart my own. 
, ye fcenes ! ah no, from fancy fly, 
le's fh^tch'd wing, till each idea die« 
fly, fince all that learning gave 
rak to conquer, and too fond to fave, 
e's foft empire every wifti betray'd, 
ft my laurels withering in the fliade. 
forget, that while deceitful fame * 
i her ihrill trump, and flll'd it with my name» 
onger charms, impower'd by heaven to move 
int, each bleft infenfible to love, 
e my foul from bright ambition won, 
'd the dart, I wifh'd to be undone ; 
re pale fcience durft my thoughts engage, 
dulnefs hung on every page ; 
idnight lamp no more enjoyM its blaze, 
re my fpirit flew from maze to maze : 
ances bade philofophy refign 
•one to tlifee, and every fenfe was thine, 
yvhat could all the frofts of wifdom do, 
d to beauty, when it melts in you? 

£ 2 SiaCQ 
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Since thefe dark^ cheerlefs, folitary caves. 
Death-breathing woodsy and daily-opening g 
Mif-ihapen rocks, wild images of woe. 
For ever howling to the deeps below ; 
Ungenial deferts, where no vernal Ihower 
Wakes the green herb, or paints th'unfolding fl 
Th' imbrowning glooms theie holy manfidns 
The night-born horrors brooding o'er my be 
The difmal fcencs black melancholy pours 
O'er the fad vifions of enanguifh'd hours ; 
Lean abftinence, wan grief, low-thoughted c 
Diftra6ling guilt, and hell's worft fiend, defp 
Confpire, in vain, with all the aids of art. 
To blot thy dear idea from my heart. 

Delufive, fightlefs god of warm deiire ! 
Why would'ft thou wiih to fet a wretch on i 
Why lives thy foft divinity where woe 
Heaves the pale figh, and anguifh loves to g 
Fly to the mead, the daify-painted vale. 
Breathe in its fweets, and melt along the ga 
Fly where gay fcenes luxurious youths empk 
Where every moment fteals the wing of joy 
Thcf e may'ft thou fee, low proftrate at thy th 
Devoted flaves and victims all thy own : 
Each village-fwain the turf-built ihrine ihall 
And kings command whole hecatAibs to bl 

O memory ! ingenious to revive 
Each fleeting hour, and teach the paft to liv 

y 



[ S3 ] 

ifs what coxiHids this frail boibm tore! 
griefs 1 fuiFer'd ! and what pangs I bore! 
long I ilruggledy laboured, flrove to ikve 
:art that panted to be Mil a ilave ! 
youth,wannth» rapture, fpirit, love, and flame, 
. every fenfe, and burnt thro' all my frame ; 
youth, warmth, rapture, to thefe wilds I fied^ 
lod the herbage, and the rock my bed. 
f while thefe venerable cloiilers rife 
he bleak furge, and gain upon the ikies* 
ounded (bul indulg'd the tear to flow 
dl her fad viciflitudes of woe ; 
e of life, and yet afraid to die, 
in my heart, and horror in my eye, 
ceafclefs prayers, the whole artillery given 
n the mercies, of offended heaven, 
liill, made vocal, echoed all around, 
my torn bread knock'd bleeding on the 
et, alas 1 tho' all my moments fly [ground. 
1 by a tear, and darken'd in a flgh ; 
neagre fails have on my cheek difplay'd 
uik of death, and funk me to a ihade, 
)f myfelf . the Mll-impoiibning dart 
thro' my blood, and drinks up all my heart | 
•ws and wiihes wildly difagree, 
race itfelf miilakes my God for thee, 
wart the glooms, that wrap the midnight iky, 
oiia fleals upon my eye ; 

E 3 For 
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P'or ever rifes in the folar ray, 

A phantom brighter than the blaze of dayz 

Where-e'er I go, the vifionar/ gueft 

Pants on my lip^ or iinks upon my breaft ; 

Unfolds her fweets, and, throbbing to deftroy. 

Winds round my heart in luxury of joy ; 

While loud hofannas fhake the ihrinef aroond, 

1 hear her fofter accents in the found ; 

Her idol-beauties on each altar glare. 

And heaven much-injur'd has but half my prayer 

No tears can drive her hence, no pangs controol. 

For every objcft brings her to my foul. 

Lail night, reclining on yon airy fteep. 
My bufy eyes hung brooding o'er the deep ; 
The breathlefs whirlwinds flept in every cave. 
And the foft moon-beam danc'd from wave to wave 
Each former blifs in this bright mirror feen. 
With all my glories, dawn'd upon the fcene, 
Recaird the dear aufpicious hour anew. 
When my fond ibul to Eloifa flew : 
When, with keen fpeechlefs ecflafles oppreft. 
Thy frantic lover fnatch'd thee to his breaft, 
Gaz'd on thy bluihes arm'd with every grace. 
And faw the goddefs beaming in thy face ; 
Saw thy wild, trembling, ardent wifhes move 
Each pulfe to rapture, and each glance to love. 
Btrt lo ! the winds defcend, the billows roar. 
Foam to the clouds, and burfl upon the ibore, 

Va 



:als of thundev o'ier the ocean roUf 
ime-wihg'd li|[htnuig gleams from pole t4 
e the pleafing images withdrew, [pole^ 
ore than horrors crouded on my view ;« 
icle's form, in all his ire array'd, 
y dreadful ilalk'd along the ihade, 

by hi| fwoid, I funk upon the groundr 
edre ghaiUy fmil'd upon the wound i^ 
p of black infemals round me hung, 
(9*6 my infamy from tongue to tongue*' 
:lled wretchJ how impotent thy age ! 
teak thy malice ! and how kind thy rage I 
f thyfelf, inhuman as- thou art, 
urdering hand has left me all my heart ;. 
e each tender^ fond ^edion, warm, 
e to tremble, and an eye to charm. 
iiel, cruel, exquifite in ill^ 
hought'il it dull barbarity to kill ; 
ith had fobb'd loft vengeance of her toiU 
arcely warm'd a Scythian to a fmile: 
er furies taught thy foul to glow 
II their favage myfteries of woe f 
t thy unfeeling poniard to deibt)y 
»wers of nature, and the fource of joy ;. 
tch me on the racks of vain defire, 
ailion throbbing, and each wiih- on fire>f 
> enjoy, unable to be bleil, 

in my veins, and hell within my breaft. 

E4 A» 
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Aid me; fiur faith! affift xne, grace divine! 
Ye martyrs ! blefs me, and ye faints I refine, I 
Ye {acred groves ! ye hcavcn-dcvotcd walls i 
Where folly fickens, and where virtne calls ; 
Ye vows ! ye altars ! from this boiem tear 
Voluptuous love, and leave no angniih there.: 
Oblivion ! be thy blackeft plume difplay'd 
O'er all my griefs, and hide me in the (hade; 
And thout too fondly idoliz'd ! attend, 
While awfiil rcafon whifpers in the friend ; 
Friend, did I fay ? immortals ! what a name ? 
Can dull, cold friendfiiip, own fo wild a flame? 
No ; let thy lover, whofe enkindling eye 
Shot all his foul between thee and the iky, 
Whofe wamiths bewitdi'd thee, whofe unhallow*d 
Call'd thy rapt ear to die upon his tongue, [ibng 
Now ilrongiy rouze, while heaven his zeal infpires, 
Diviner tranfports, and more holy fires ; 
Calm all thy paflions, all thy peace refinre. 
And teach that fnowy breaft to heave no more. 

Torn from the world, within dark cells immur'dp 
By angels guarded, and by vows fecur'd. 
To all that once awoke thy fondnefs -dead. 
And hope, pale forrow's laft fad refuge, fled ; 
Why wilt thou weep, and figh, and melt in vaiib 
Brood o'er falfe joys, and hug th* ideal chain ? 
•Say, canfl thou wifh, that, madly wild to fly 
Fjomjon bright potxal o^^^tuxvi^Ssv xJait {k^. 
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Thy Abelard (hould bid his God adieu. 

Pant at thy feet, and tafte thy channs anew ? 

Ye heavensl if, to this tender bofom woo^d 

Thy meer idea harrows up my blood ; 

1£ one faint glimpie of Eloife can move 

The £erceft, wildeft agonies of love ; 

What fhall I be, when, dazzling as the Hght^ 

Thy whole effulgence flows upon my fight i 

Look on thyfelf, confider who thou art. 

And learn to be an abbefs in thy heart ; 

See, while devotion's icver-melting ftrain 

Pours the loud organ thro' the trembling fane. 

Yon pious maids each earthly wifh difown, 

&if& the dread crois, and croud upon the throne : 

O let thy foul the facred charge attend. 

Their warmths infpirit, and their virtues mend; 

Teach every breaft from every hymn to fteal 

The feraph's meeknefs, and the feraph's zeal;. 

To rife to rapture, to diffolve.away 

In dreams of heaven, and lead thyfelf the way. 

Till all the glories of the bleil abode 

Blaze on the fcene, and every thought is God* 

While thus thy exemplary cares prevail. 

And make each veilal fpotlefs as her veil, 

Th' eternal fpirit o'er thy cell fhall move 

In the (oft inoage of the myfUc dove ; 

The long-loft gleams of heavenly comfort bring. 

Peace in his (hule^ and healing on \a<^ H<m%\ 
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At once remove affli^on fit>m thy breaiF, 
Melt o'er tky ibul, and huih her pangs to reft. 
O that my ibuU from love's cur& bondage fit 
Could catch the tranfports that I urge to thee I 

that fome angel's more than magic art 
Would kindly tear the hermit from his heart I 
Extiaguifli every guilty fenfe, and leave 

No pulie to riot, and no. figh to heave. 
Vain fruitlefs wifh ! ftill, ^1, the vigorous flam« 
Burfts, like an earthquake, thro' my fliatter*d frai 
Spite of the joys that truth and virtue prove, 

1 feel but thee, and breath not but to love ; 
Repent in vain, fcarce wifh to be forgiven ; 
Thy form my idol, and thy charms my heaven^ 

Yet, yet, my fair ! thy nobler efforts tryr 
Lift me from earth, and give me lo the iky ; 
Let my loft foul thy brighter, virtues feel^ 
Warm'd with thy hopes, and wing'd with all diy n 
And when, low-bending at the hallow'd fhnne, 
Thy contrite heart fhall Abelard refign ; 
When pitying heaven, impatient to forgive. 
Unbars- the gates of light,, and bids thee liver 
Seize on th' auipicious moment ere it flee. 
And a(k the fame immortal- boon for me. 

Then when thefe black, terrific fcenes are o'e 
And rebel nature chills the foul no more ; 
When on thy cheek th' expiring rofes fade. 
And thy lail loilres darken in the ihade ^ 

Wl 
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When armM with quick varieties of pain. 
Or creeping dully flow from vein to vein. 
Pale death ihall fet my kindred fpirit free. 
And thefe dead orbs forget to doat on thee ; 
Some pious friend, whofe wild afledUons glow 
Like oursy in fad fimilitude of woe. 
Shall drop one tender, fympathizing tear. 
Prepare the garland, and adorn the bier ; 
Our lifeleis reliques in one tomb enihrine. 
And teach thy genial dufE to mix with mine. 

Mean while, divinely purg'd from every ftain. 
Our active fouls fhall climb th' etherial plain. 
To each bright cherub's purity afpire. 
Catch all his zeal, and pant with all his Ere ; 
There, where no face the glooms of anguiih wears,. 
No uncle murders, and no pajQion tears, 
Ei^oy with heaven eternity of reft. 
For ever bleffing, and for ever bleiL 



THE 
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THE ORIGIN OF DOUB' 

WHcn Jove at firft from nothing call'd fort 
And varioas beings £ird this pendant 
In rank fuperior to our boafted race. 
Subaltern gods* now feldom feen, had place 
Immortal thefe, but of a doubtful birth. 
And all with man joint fojourners on earth. 
Sacred, to ibme bright nymph, was every tr( 
To Naiads brooks, to Nereids all the fea. 
By Jove in mercy to her care confign'd 
Reafon, bright emprefs ! claim'd the human z 
Not die pure radiance that refides above. 
And guides the councils of immortal Jove, 
' But humbler far, tho' honour'd with the nam< 
And lefs in power, in efTcncc though the fan 
With Man coeval Time began to be, 
Form'd from an atom of eternity. 
Earth's genial power produced a giant-fon. 
Ignorance his name, a wretch belov'd of noi 
From thefe derivM, a motley race began. 
Not kind with kind commixing, as in man. 

Time, in the youth of all that vigorous p 
Which ftill fuftains him in his waining hour, 
Smit with fair Reafon bright in blooming cha 
Claip'd the confenting goddefs in his arms ; 



Nor barren joys the fond embrace beftows> 
A lovely daughter hence, fair Knowledge, rofe ; 
Favoured by both, of Time and Reafon bred. 
The father nurs'd her, and the mother fed ; 
Her charms improving as her ftature grew. 
Unknown defir'd, and lov'd by all who knew : 
Troth's i^diant hand adom'd her form with care. 
And. Virtue, fondly fmiling, calPd her hk. 

Fail, by the foot of proud Pamaflus flood. 
Remote from vulgar view, a facred wood. 
Here Contemplation keeps her hallow'd court. 
And young Ideas on the breezes {port, 
CelefHal truths in holy dreams are taught. 
And bufy Silence plumes the wings of Thought. 

Here Knowledge, Ihelter'dfrom the noontide ray. 
Frequent was wont with chafle delight to (bay. 
Yet none, not deities, if born below. 
The fates exempt from violence and woe ; 
For here as once fhe fate in thought profound. 
Her mind in heaven, her eyes upon the ground, 
Andmus'don man's free-will, Jove's fixt decrees. 
On choice, on prefcience which all future fees. 
On a^ impell'd by motives flrong as fate. 
Rewarded, punifh'd, in an endlefs ilate. 
On chance, neceffity, efFed and caufe. 
Great nature's end, and truth's eternal laws, 
Lo ! the huge form of Ignorance appear'd. 
Whom known by inflind, ihe by inflindl fear'd. 

With 



{ 62 ] 

With terror wing'd the virgin flies the place. 
The monfter follows with unequal pace : 
Tho% fir'd with brutal rage, he perfevcres. 
The widening diilance half difpell'd her fears ; 
When now, too much elated with her fpeed. 
Her lifted eyes no more her footfteps heed. 
She ftombles, &lls, the ravifher is nigh ; ' 
'Tis vain to plead, impoffible to fly : 
His idiot form comprefs'd the trembling maid. 
And his rude joys prophan'd the confcious fliade; 
But from the loath'd embrace the pregnant dame 
Conceived a fon, and Doubt (when bom) his name, 
Fond of his mother's virtues to partake, 
Who ihuns and hates him for his father's fake. 
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^OME LINES 

OCCASIONED BY A SERIES OF THEOLOGICAIi 
EN<^IR1ES^ 

SHall man, wko blindly wanders nature diro*. 
Dark and impervious to his neareft view ; 
Shall he, to God, his eye prefumptuous turn, 
^nd hope from whence, and what he is, to learn! 

O ! firft and laft ! O ! grcateft, wifcft, beft ! 
To thee be ftill my prayers and praife addreft, 
Mor let me boaft that I to afk am free, 
How He now is, who ne'er began to be.; 
Efow love immenfe, that form'd creation's plan, 
Could unexerted lie, till time began ; 
Dr if all nature's works and all their laws 
fVre co-eternal with their parent-cauie, 
>pontan€Ous beaming with dependent ray, 
\s from the fun the light that gives the day ; 
[f all the vaft immenfity of fpace 
■s fiU'd with beings of an endlefs race ; 
3r, if'fome narrower bounds the work confine, 
\nd why thus bounded love and power divine ; 
Whence the deep (hades of fin and forrow came^ 
^nd evil mingled with the general frame ; 
Vhy fpread the dark dominions of the grave, 
)r why I wiih more virtue than I have* 
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Thefe fecret things to none but Thee are ki 
Veil'd ia the darknefsthat furrounds thy t] 
O ! let my fool be ftill coatent to know 
Thy love, thy wiAiom rules the world belc 
Secure, my lot the bleffing or the rod. 
To find a father where I trace the God ; 
While hope by thee permitted looks on hig 
And, at .her portion, meditates the iky. 
Safe in the path which terminates above, 
Secnr'd from wandering, while I walk by lo 
O ! brighter ftill illume the focial flame. 
Thy (hining image ! in my filial frame ; 
By jufl gradation let my love aicend. 
All elfe my neighbours, thou alone my fri 
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TO SIR HUMPHRY MACKWORH, 

ON THE MINES, LATI OF SIR CARBERY FRICE« 
BY THE LATE MH. YALD»N^ 

WHat fpacious visins enrich the Bridfh CoiU 
The various, ores, and ikilfiil miner's toil ^ 
How ripening metals lie conceal'd in earth,- 
And teeming Nature forms the wondrous birth ; 
My nfeful verTe, the firfl, tranfmits to fame. 
In numbers tun'd, and no unhallow'd flame. 

O generous Mackworth ! could ^e mufe impart 
A labour worthy thy aaipicious art ^ 
Like thee fucceed in paths untrod before^ 
And fecret treafures of the. land explore ; 
Apollo's felf fhodd on the labour fmile. 
And Delphos quit for Britain's fruitful ifle. 

Where fair Sabrina flows around the coafl;. 
And aged Dovey in the ocean's loft, 
Her lofty brows unconquer'd Britain rears. 
And fenc'4 with rocks impregnable appears ; 
Which like the well-fix'd bars of nature Ihow^- 
Xb guard the treafures flie conceals below. 
For Earth, diftorted with her pregnant womb. 
Heaves up to give the forming embryo room : 

Vol. IV. F Hence 
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Hence vaft cxcrefcencies of Kills arife, 
Aiid mountaiiu fwell to a portentous fize. 
Louring and black the rugged coaft appears* 
The lulleft earth a gloomy fiirface wears ; 
Yet all beneath, deep as the centre, fhines 
With native wealth, and more dian India's xxv: 
Thus erring Nature her defeds fupplies^ 
Indulgent oft to what her fons defpifei 
Oft in a rvidts unfiniih'd form, we find 
The nobleft treafore of a generous mind. 

Thrice happylandi from whole indulgent w( 
Such unexhaufl^ ftoies of riches come ! 
By heaven belov'dl form'd by aufpicious fat< 
To be above thjr neighbouring nations great I 
Its golden fand$ no more fhall Tagus boaft. 
In Dovey's flood his rivall'd enipire's loft ; 
Whofe waters now a noblier fund maintain. 
To humble France, and check the pride of S] 
Like Egypt's Nile the bounteous current (hov 
Difperfing bleffings whcsrefbe*er it flows i 
Whofe native treafure's able to repair 
The long expences of our Gallic war. 

The antient Britons are a hardy race, 
Averfe to luxury and flothful eafe ; 
Their necks beneath a foreign yoke ne'er bov 
In war unconquer'd, and of freedom proud ; 
With minds refqlv'd they lafling toils endurej 
Unmix'd their language, and their manners .] 

. W 



f (>7 J 

Wifely does nature fuch an offspring chuie. 
Brave to defend her wealthy an4 flow to ufe« 
Where thirft of empire ne'er inflames their veins. 
Nor avarice, nor wild ambition reigns : 
But, low in mines, they conflant toils renew. 
And thro' the earth their branching veins purfue. 

As when fome navy on th' Ibenan coafl, 
Chas'd by the winds, is in the ocean lofl ; 
To Neptune's realms a new fupply it brings^ 
The flrength defign'd of European kings : 
Contending divers would the wreck regain, 
And make reprifals on the grafping main : 
Wild in purfuit they are endanger'd more. 
Than wh^n they combated the florms before. 
The miner thus thro' perils digs his way. 
Equal to theirs, and deeper than the fea ; 
Drawing, in peililential i^ams, his breath, 
Refolv'd to conquer, tho' he combats death. 
Night's gloomy realms his pointed fteel invades, 
The cpurts of Pluto, and infernal fhades : 
He cuts thro' mountains, fubterraneous lakes. 
Plying his work, each nervous flroke he takes 
Loofens the earth, and the whole cavern (hakes. 
Thus, with his brawny arms, the Cyclops ftands^ 
To form Jove's lightning with uplifted hands ; 
The ponderous hammer with a force defcends. 
Loud as the thunder which his art intends \ 

F z ^wvl 
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And as he (!rikes» with each refiftleis hlovif 
The anvil yields, and ^tna groans below. 

. Thy fam'd inventions, Mackworth, moft adorn 
The miner's art, and make the befl return : 
Thy fpeedy fails, anduieful engines, ihow. 
A .genius richer than the mines below. 
Thoufands of flaves unfkiU'd Peru maintains ; 
The hands that labour fHll exhaufl the gains : 
The winds, thy flaves, their ufefiil fuccour join^ 
Convey thy ore, and labour at thy mine ; 
Inflrudled by thy arts, a power they find 
To vanquifh realms, where once they lay confin'd. 
Downward, my mufe, dired thy fteepy flight. 
Where fmiling fhades, and bounteous realms invite; 
I firfl of Britifh bards invoke thee down. 
And firil with wealth thy graceful temples crown. 
Thro' dark retceats purfue the winding ore. 
Search nature's depths, and view her bouadlefs ftore; 
The fecret caufe in tuneful meaAires fing. 
How metals fisfl are fram'd, and whence they ipring. 
Whether the adive fun, with chymic flames. 
Thro' porous earth tranfmits his genial beams ; 
With heat impregnating the womb of night. 
The offspring fhines with its paternal light: 
On Britain's ifle propitioufly he ihines. 
With joy defcends, and labours in her mines. 
Or whether, urg'd by fub terraneous flames,. 
1 he earth ferments, and flows in lii^uid flreams ; 

Purg'd 
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Porg'd from their drofs, the nobler parts refine, 
Receive new forms, and with freih beaaties fhine* 
Thus fluid parts, unknowing how to burn. 
With cold congeal'd, to folid metals turn : 
For metals only from devouring flame 
Preferve their beauty, and return the feme ; 
Both art and force the well-wrought mafs difdains, 
And 'midft the fire its native form retains. 
Or whether by creation firft they fprung. 
When yet unpois'd the world's great fabrit hung : 
Metals the bafis of the earth were made, 

•The bars on which its fix'd foundation's Isud: 
All fecond caufes they difdain to own. 
And from th' Almighty's Fiat fprung alone. 

Nature in fpecious beds preferves her ftore. 
And keeps unmix'd the well-compaded ore ; 
The fpreading root a numerous race maintains 

, Of branching limbs, and far-extended veins : 
Thus, from its watery ftore, a fpring fupplies 
The leflTer ftreams that round its fountain rife ; 
Which bounding out in fair meanders play, 
And o*er the meads in different currents ftray. 

Methinks I fee the rounded metal fpread. 
To be ennobled with our monarch's head : 

c About the globe th' admired coin fliall run. 
And make the circle of its parent fun. 

How are thy realms, triumphant Britain, blell ! 
Enrich'd with more than all the diftant weft ! 

c . F 3 Thy 
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Thy fonsy no more betray'd with hopes of gaim 
Shall tempt the dangers of a faithlefs maia. 
Traffic no more abroad for foreign fpoil. 
Supplied with richer from their native foiL 
To Dovey's flood (hail numerous traders come> 
Employ 'd to fetch the Britiih bullion home. 
To pay their tributes to its bounteous ihore. 
Returning laden with the Cambrian ore. 
Her abfent fleet Potoii's race fhall moam> 
And wifli in vain to fee our fails return ; 
Like mifers heaping up their uftlefs ilore» 
Starv'd with their wealth, amidft their riches pooi 
Where-e'er the Britifli banners are difplay'd. 
The fuppliant nations fhall implore our aid : 
Till thus compell'd, the greater worlds confefs 
Themfelves oblig'd, and fuccour'd by the lefs. 

How Cambria's mines were to her offsprin 
Thus facred verfe tranfxnits the ftory down : [knowi 
Merlin, a bard of the infpired train, 
With myftic niunbers charmed the Britifh plain ; 
Belov'd by Phoebus, and the tuneful nine. 
His fong was facred, and his art divine : 
As on Sabrina's fruitful banks he ftood. 
His wonderous verfe refirain'd the liflening flood j 
The ^(beam's bright Goddefs rais'd her awful hea< 
And to her cave jhe artful fhepherd led. 
Her fwift-defcending (keps the youth purfnes* 
And rich in ore the fpacioxx^ moMtkXdv^ views. 
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diffin£l Ac wcll-rang'd metaTs hjr 
lag rays, and counterfeiting day. 
very fhcdding beams of orient light, 
with too iterce a glare his aking fight ^ 
(ing flames the ruddy cbpper ihow'd, 
read its blofhes o'er the dark abode : 
of rays, and with unrTvalPd beams, 
|uid filver flow'd in reftlefs dreams : 
dia's fparkling gems are half fo bright, 
ives above, that fhine with heavenly light ; 
thus the Goddefs fpake ; harmonious Youth, 
I for nranbers fraught with facred truth ! 
i by heaven ! attend while I relate 
:'d decree, and dark events of fate. 
Pd thefe treafures lie in nature's womb, 
ure times, and ages yet to come, 
tnany long revolving years are run, 

fhall afcend the Britifh throne, 
numerous triumphs fhall Augufla grace, 
s renown'd, ador'd for plenteous peace. 
1 his fway a generous youth fhall rife, 
irtues bleft, in happy councils wife ; 
ith the fpoils of learning's various ftore, 
inding arts, yet flill acquiring more, 
ith fuccefs, fhall enter this abode, 
iture trace in paths before untrod ; 
liling offspring from her womb removcy 
1th her entrails fflad tDixe k^tec^ ^W\^* 
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O youthy referv'd by more aufpicions fat^ ' 
With fam'd improvements to oblige the ftate ! 
By wars impoverifh'd, Albion mourns no more. 
Thy well-wrought mines forbid Uer to be poor: 
The earthy thy great exchequer, ready lies. 
Which all defedl of failing hnds Supplies ; 
Thou Qialt a nation's preffing wants relieve. 
Not war can lavifh more than thou canft give. 

Thisy Mackworth, fixes thy immortal name. 
The mufe's darling, and the boaft of fame ; 
No greater virtues on record fhall ftand, [land. 
Than thus with arts to grace, with wealth enrich the 
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! A P O E M, 

SACRED TO THE MEMORY OF A DEARLY BE^ 
LOVED AND ONLY DAUGHTER, • WHO DIED I'N 
THE ELEVENTH Y^AR OF HER AX3E. 

WROTE BY HER -MOVKlilSG FATHER. 

A Common theme a flattering ratafe may fire. 
To raife our paffionsy tho' (he fung for hiise ; 
And may .our praifes or our pity fteal. 
By feigning traniports, which fhe does not feel ; 
But when the fong from native love proceeds. 
And paints the anguifh of a heart that bleeds ; 
The mourning mufe exerts fuperior (kill, 
And dips in tears th' inconfblable quills 
Oar bofoms then with rifing forrows glow. 
And grief fpontaneous will from nature flow* 

Ah ! what is Hfe, that thougbtlefs wifh of ^1? 
A drop of honey, in a draught of gall ; 
A half exiflence, or a waking dream ; 
A bitter fountain with a muddy ftream $ 
A tale, a (hadow, a de^uiive found. 
That's loil with mourning, and with forrow found t 
A fading landfcape, painted upon clay. 
The fource of care, and idol of a day^ 
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The fweet deluder of a reliefs min^* 

Which, if 'twas loft, how few would wifbto findt 

Untimely thus, the infant-budding rofe. 
By fome rude hand is cropt before it blows ; 
Away the little foul of fragrance flies. 
And blooming beauty unregarded dies, 
Snatch'd from the parent flem where once it grewy 
Embalmed in odours, and the morning dew. 

Can I be dumb, when Love, and Nature criesy 
And I have loft the darling of my eyes ? 
Tho' *tis in vain to wilh for her return. 
Yet all the ties of Nature bid me mounu 
If thou canft ftill the unrelenting HesLf 
And make the jarring elements agree ; 
Or caoie the tide to ceafe tod>b and flow ; 
Or hinder the defcent of hail and fnow; 
If thou canft ftop the dinnder's dreadful roar. 
Or caufe the billows not to lafli the flu>re ; 
If thou canft lull a hurricane to ileep ; 
Then may thy words perfuade me not to weep. 
O ! give me leave, but to lament her fall. 
As David moum'd for Jonathan and Saul ; 
When on mount Gilboa (O unhappy day 1} 
They to Phiiiftia fell a ihameful prey : 
Or (if it may with innocence be done) 
As he lamented Abfalonvhis fon ; 
When in the anguifh of his foul -he cried, 
*' Would God, my fon, I uv xV^ ^Vw»\v'wldied!'' 
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Then lend your aid (if any fuch diere be. 
That lov'd a child^ or moam for one like me) 
Let your kind iighs with me in concert join» 
And add your fympathizing tears to mine. 
That may in ftreanis to fwelling rivers flow> 
Until thofe rivers to a deluge grow. . 

But if there's none commiferates my cafe. 
And in no breaft compaflion finds a place, > - 
Let not your cenfuces add to my concern. 
Nor flight the caufe that moves me thus to motinu 
If you are void of trouble, free from pain, 
Add not to mine, nor wonder I complain. 
I know the flroke is from the hand divine, 
To whom I may. complain ; tho* not repine. 
Tho' I deplore my lofs, and wifh it lefs. 
Yet I will kifs the rod, and acquiefce ; 
A Saviour's blood ihall fuperfede my fears. 
And love paternal juftify my tears. 

When Death at firft befieg'd this little fort. 
The feeble outworks were the tyrant's fport $ 
A fever made the £rft attack in form. 
And then ccoivulfions took it foon by florm. 
Succours without were weak, like thofe within. 
The guards were fickly, and the walls were thins 
In bad repair the gates and citadel, 
And then no wonder that fo foon it fell ; 
Death's icy hands the lovely fabric fpoil'd ; 
He got a viOim, but I loft my cKU4.— » 
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Five moonif al dayswith trembling han 
I pl^y'd the whole artillery of art ; 
Five nights I pafl in forrow, like the da^^ 
And ahnoft moom'd my own fad life aw: 
But when the moft> that art could do, w 
Her leafe of life was cancell'd, and fhe c 
«• Sh^ died," — the confcious, whifperii 
And I (unhappy father !) faw her die ! 
I faw her die ! — Can I the deed forgive I 
How can I bear to fay I did — and live ! 
Tho' long her reafon fuffer'd an eclipfe. 
No iinful word proceeded from her lips ; 
l|.j| Tho* fore opprefs'd with agonizing pain, 

"^ Jj She utter'd jiothing indifcreet, or vain ; 

;} Which gives me hopes her foul was wafh'd frc 

'\ And grace abounding was at work within. 

} i Whilft nature yet maintained a doubt&l ft 

\ ^M And death fat brooding on the verge of life 

t 1 Even then — when all the hopes of life were 

I I and the angels waiting round her bed, 

(They to condudl her to the realms of day. 
And I, to -weep, to figh, to mourn, to pray,] 
I kifsM her lips, I wip'd her dying fSace, 
^nd took the father's and the nurfe's jdace ] 
i With bleeding heart I heard her dying groa 

/ And met with equal agony, her moans : 

Each figh was as a dagger in my heart. 
We knew we muft, but bk\ >wctt Vo^ xa 35*1 
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I mo€irnM, I wept, I gave a looie to grlefy- 
And had recourfe to all things for relief; 
Bat all in vain*— the lafl effort I make, 
I gave — but oh ! (he had not ftrength to take: 
Her fluttering pulfe with intermifllon play'd. 
And then her heart its palpitation ftay'd ; 
And thus thro' all the forms of death ihe pad ; 
'Till with a figh (he gently breath'd her lafl:. 
But who can paint the horror, or the power 
Of nature's conflift in fo dark an hour ? 
The wound was fuch, that time can never heal. 
No balm can cure it, and no art conceal. 
May that fad day be banifh'd from the year. 
Or doath'd in fable, if it muft appear ! 
Or, may the fun withdraw his beams at noon^ 
And folid darknefs veil the ftars and moon 1 
May all the (ands be flagnant in the glals. 
And (as that hour returns) refufe to pafs ! 
All clocks, be dumb, and time forget to fly. 
And may aU nature be as fad as I ! 
Let mourning in its blackefl drefs appear ! 
And (he be never nam'd, without a tear ! 

' Oh ! where are now thofe-dear obedient hands^ 
So pleas'd to execute my whole commands ? 
Where are thofe feet, (b early taught to run I 
As lightning fwift, unwearied as the fun ? 
Where now thofe arms, that with fuch paflion ftrove 
To clafp my neck, and ftiflc mt m^\KNt\ 



Where ndwthoielipsywhereminewercfoiidtodwdl, 
Or where that breath, that raviih'd with the imelU 
Where is that tongue, whofe prattle charmM mine 
Where fled the hopes of my declining years ? [ears ? 
Where is that face, fo pleafant when ihe fmil'd ? 
Or where's the woman acting in the child ? 
Where thoiedear eyes, that with fuchAveetnefs fiioae? 
Or rather, where are all my comforts gone I 
Where is that heart, (a near to truth allied. 
That never difobey'd— but when ihe diedf 
Whfite is that breaft, where virtue once did grow. 
As roies fweet, and white as falling fhow ? 
They're buried all in the voracious grave. 
Where kings are levelled with the meaneft flave. 
The wife and great, when there they make their bed. 
Are equall'd with the wretch that begs his bread ; 
But there the wicked can no more opprefs. 
And there the weary find a calm recefs ; 
And this does all my expectations crown. 
That I to her fhall there go ^ckly down# 
Till then, this hope fhall mitigate my woe. 
And dry thofe tears that now profufely flow. 
That when by heaven's command I quit the flage, 
Bow'd down by time, and quite fatigued with age; 
My bones fliall refl in quiet by her fide. 
Like a fond bridegroom fleeping by his bride ; 
'Till the lafl day fliall both to life reftore. 
When Death fhall die, axATmt ?MiiX\i^Tt<5\osst^. . 
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iftant view docs equal pleafurc give, 
r my fool is coBfcious that I live, 
thou that once waft my delight and pride* 
m I hop'd to have a nur£: and guide, 
feeble age ihould bow my hoary head, 
dn or iicknefs £x me to my bed, 
ly, guiltlefs, call upon thy name, 
k a boon, without incurring blame : 
hou art happy now amongft the bleft, 
e thy mourning father's laft requeft. 
:n fome kind angel from this worid below, 
•ring the news (for fure the angels know) 
all to thee and kindred ipirits tell, 
aine has orders to forfake her ihell ; 
5 tranfplanted to the realms of light, 
faith and hope are fwallow'4 up in fight* 
>u with heavenly raptures meet my ghoil* 
utmoil limits of that happy coaft ; 
lence attend me to the throne of grace* 
:w my Saviour's reconciled face, 
ifle of joys, ineffable and new ; 
len, my little iaint, adieu, adieu. 
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ON THE PHYSICAL CAUSE OF THC 

« 

DEATH OF KIKG'GEOIbGB THE SSCONp* 

THro* grief to dea^ meipoft have ftolcr 
And bafHed all the phyfic art ; 
DiiTe^Hon feldom found the hole. 
Or fhow'd before a broken heart. 

That this of royal George the cafe 

With men can never gain belief,. 
More like the opposite it was. 

Since joy can kill as well as grief. 

With length of years and gbry crown'd^ 
As blithe he view'd his valiant bands^. 

Death, dealing fecretly the wound. 
From future conquefts Hopt his hands. 

** Enough of years, enough of fame, 

" While thou didft wield-the conquering fword,? 

Cries Death, " Leave fomething to proclaim 
** The worth and praife of George the third. 

" His be the glorious taflc to end, 

" And bid war's cruel horrors ceafe, 
^' The freedom of mankAtv^ ^t^txi^, 
'' And blefs a lanina^Q^^^^^'S^^-^ 
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CORYDON. A PASTORAL. 

> THE MEMORY OF WILLIAM SHENSTONE9 ^^Q^ 
BY J. CUNNINGHAM. ♦ 

"^Ome, ihephcrds, we'll follow the hearfe, 

■^ And fee our lov'd Corydon laid ; 

lio' forrow may blemiih the verfc. 

Yet let the (ad tribute be paid. 

key call'd him the pride of the plain : 

In footh he was gentle and kind ; 

e mark'd in his elegant ftrain 

The graces ^that glow'd in his mind. 

a purpofe he planted yon trees. 
That birds in the covert might dwell i 
e cultured his thyme for the bees ; 
Qnt never once rifled their cell. 
i lambkins that play'd at his feet. 
Go bleat — and your mafler bemoan : 
is muAc was artlefs and fweet. 
His manners as mild as your own. 

verdure fhall cover the vale, 
No bloom on the blofToms appear, 
he fweets of the forell (hall fa\\» 
4/7 J winter encompafs the yt^^^^ \ 
L. IV. G 
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No birds in our hedges fhall iing, 
(Our hedges fo vocal before !) 

Since he that ihould welcome the fpring. 
Can greet the gay feafon no more. 

His Phillis was proud of his praife. 
And poets came round in a t&rong ; 

They liften'd— and envied his lays ; 
But which of them equall'd the fbng ? 

Ye fhepherds, henceforward be mute, 
■^' For loft is the paftoral ftrain : 

So give me my Corydqn's flute. 
And thus— 'let me break it in twain! 
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O R N I N 

BY THE SAME. 

he bam the tenant cock, 
'lofe to Partlet perch'd on high, 
r crows, (the fliepherd's clock) 
I proclaims the morning nigh^ 

f from the mountain's brow, 
lows, nurs'd by night, retire; 
ae peeping fun-beam now 
Its with gold the village- fpire. 

he pine-tree's waving top 
itly greets the morning gale ; 
be new-wak'd kidlings crop 
fies round the dewy vale. 

lel forfakes the thorn, 
ntive where fhe prates at night ; 
be lark, to greet the morn, 
rs beyond the fhepherd's fight. 

the clay-built cottage- ridge, 
the chattering fwallow fpring ! 
gthro* the one-arch' dbniLge, 
k (he dips her dappled vmv^% 
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Lo, the bufy bce« employ'di 
Reftlefs till their tafk be done ! 

Now from fwcct to fweet, uncloy'd. 
Sipping dew before the fun. 

Trickling thro* the crevic'd rock. 

See the filver ftream diiHil ! 
Sweet refrefhment for the flock. 

When *tis fun-drove from the hill ! 

Plonghmen, for the promis'd com 
Ripening o'er the banks of Tweed, 

Anxious hear the huntfman's horn. 
Softened by the ihepherd's reed. 

Sweet, oh fweet, the warbling throng. 
On the white emblo^om'd fpray ! 

All is mafic, mirth, and fong. 
At the jocund dawn of day. 
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N O O N. 

BY THE SAME. 

FErvid now the fun-beam glows* 
Drinking deep the morniag gem ; 
Mot a dew-drop's left the rofe. 
To refrefh her parent ftem. 

}y the brook the fhepherd dines* 

From the fierce meridian heat 
!helterM by the branching pines* 

Pendent o'er his grafly feat. 

ee, the flocks forfake the glade* 
Where unchecked the fun-beams fall» 

ure to find a pleafing ihade* 
By the ivy'd abbey wall. 

choy in her airy round 

O'er the river, rock, and hill* 
'annot catch a fingle found* 

Save the clack of yonder mill* 

attle court the breezes bland* 
Where the ftreamlet wanders cool ; 
r with languid filence ftaxvd 
Midway in the mwlhy ]poo\. 
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Bat from mountain, dell, or ftream» 
Not a fluttering zephyr fprings ; 

Fearful left the piercing beam 
Scorch its foft, its filken wings. 

Not a leaf has leave to ftir ; 

Nature's lull'd, ferene and ftill ; 
Quiet even the ihepherd's cur. 

Sleeping on the heath-clad hill. 

Languid is the landfcape round. 
Till the frefh defcending fhower 

Kindly cools the thirfly ground. 
And revives each fainting flower. 

Now the hill, the hedge, is green. 
Now the warbler's throat's in tune; 

filithfome is the vernal fcene, 
Brighten'd by the beams of noon. 



E 
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E V E N I N 

BY THE SAMI. 

\ S the plodding ploughman goes 
jL Homeward; (to the hamlet bound) 
lant-like his fhadow grows. 
Lengthened o'er the level ground. 

'er the mead the bullock flrays 
Free — the furrow'd talk is done ; 
ad the village windows blaze, 
Burnifh'd by the fettiiig fun. 

[ark him, from behind the hill. 
Strike the purple-painted Iky ; 

an the pencil's mimic (kill 
Copy the refulgent dye ? 

^hcrc the riling foreft fpreads 
Round the time-decaying dome, 

o their high-built airy beds 
Sec the rooks returning home ! 

.8 the lark, with varied tune, 
Carrols to the evening, loud, 
lark the mild refplendent moon 
Breaking thro* a parted cVou4.\ 
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Now tke hermit howlet peeps 
From the bam, or t^^dfted brake» 

And the curling vapour creeps 
O'er the lilly-border?d lake : 

As the trout, in fpeckled pride. 
Playful, from its bofom fprings. 

To the banks a ruiHed tide 
Verges in fucceffive rings. 

Tripping thro* the iilken grafs. 
O'er the path-divided dale. 

See, the rofe-complexion'd lafs 
With the well-pois'd nulking-pail ! 

linnets with unnumber'd notes. 
And the cuckoo bird with two. 

Tuning fweet their mellow throats. 
Bid the fetting fun adieu. 
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ON MAY. 

WROTE IN APRIL MDCCLXI. 
BY THE SAME. 

THE virgin, when ibften'd by May, 
Attends to the villager's vows ; 
The birds fwcetly bill on the fpray. 

And poplars embrace with their boaghs. 
On Ida bright Venus may reign, 
Ador'd for her beauty above ; 
We ihepherds, that live on the plain. 
Hail May as the mother of love. 

From the weft, as it wantonly blows. 

Fond zephyr carefTes the pine ; 
The bee deals a kifs from the rofe. 

And willows and woodbines entwine : 
The pinks by the rivulet's fide. 

That border the vernal alcove. 
Bend downwards to kifs the ibft tide, 

For May is the. mother of love. 

May tinges the butterfly's wing ; 

He flutters in bridal array : 
If the larks and the linnets now ^ui^. 
Their mu£c is taught them by Klv:)- 
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The ftock-dove» reclufc with her mate. 
Conceals he^ fond bliis in the grove ; 

And murmaring feems to repeat. 
That May is the mother of love. 

The goddefs will vifit you foon ; 

Ye virgins, be fportive and gay ; 
Get your pipes, oh ye ihepherds, in tune. 

For muiic mnft welcome the May. 
Would Damon have Phillis prove kind. 

And all his keen anguiih remove. 
Let him tell a foft tale, and he'll find. 

That May is the mother of love. 



CO 
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CONTRASTE TO MRS- CARTER'S 

ODE TO WISDOM. 

NOW fee my goddefs» earthly born. 
With fmiling looks, and fparkling eyes. 
And with a bloom that fhames the mom 
New rifcn in the eaftern ikies ! 

Fumiih'd from nature's boundleis ftore, 
A nymph of pleafure's laughing train. 

Stranger to all the wife explore. 

She proves all far-ibught knowledge vain. 

Untaught as Venus, when fhe found 

Herfelf firil: floating on the iea. 
And laughing begg'd the Tritons round 

For fhame to look fome other way : 

And unaccomplifh'd all as Eve 

In the £jA morning of her life. 
When Adam blufh'd, and aik'd her leave 

To take her hand, and call her Wife* 

Yet there is fomething in her face, 
Tho* fhe's unread in Plato's lore. 
Might bring even Plato to di^^rac^. 
For leaving precepts taugkvtbefot^l 
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And there is magic in her eye, 

Tho* (he's unfidll'd to conjure down 

The pale moon from th* affrighted iky. 
Would draw Endymion from the moon 






And there are words that fhe can fpeak^ 

Moil eafy to be underftood. 
More fweet than all the heathen Greek 

By Helen talk'd, when Paris woo'd : 

And fhe has raptures in her power. 
More worth than all the flattering claii 

Of learning's unfubftantial dower, 
In prelent praife, or future fame. 

Let me but kifs her foft warm hand. 
And let me whifper in her ear 

What Knowledge would not underftand,. 
And Wifdom would difdain to hear : 



l-f 



\'-U 



And let her liften to my tale. 
And let one fmiling blufh arife. 

Bed omen that my vows prevail ! 
I'll fcorn the fcom of all the wife* 
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ON THE ROYAL NUPTIALS. 

BY JOSEPH SPENCE> M. A. REGIVS-PRCK 
PESSOB OP MODERN HlSTqRY. 

AT length the gallant navy from afar 
Rifcs in profpcdb, with expanded wings 
Improving the kind gale, fo long dclay'd ; 
And wins in pompous pride her eafy way 
To Albion*s ihore, charg'd with the precioas freight 
Of England's dearefl hopes, and George's love. 
Not fb defir'd, nor with fuch treaforc fraught. 
Arrives the wealthy convoy, from the coaft 
Of Ceylon or Golconda ; laden deep 
With {picy drugs, barbaric gems, and gold. 
Nor he who circled in his daring conrfe 
The globe 'entire, old Ocean's utmoft round. 
Brought back fo rich a prize, tho' with the fpoils 
Of proud Iberia loaded he return'd ; 
Or captive in his halfers when he dragg'd 
The vanquifh'dXjallic fleets ; as now he brings. 
More welcome, from Germania's friendly fhore. 

Hail kindred regions, dear parental foil, 
Saxonian plains ! where deep Vifurgis flows. 
Where Leina's doubly-honour'd waters glide. 
Where mighty Albis draws his humid train ! 
Eogland to you with gralcf vxWiOwva^'i i^^^ 
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Filial obcyfance meet : to you (he owes 
Her name, her tribes, her generous race ; to you 
Her firft, her lateft bleffings. Forth from you 
IlTned our fires, old Woden's high-bom fons ; 
Great Woden deem'd a god, with uncouth rites 
By his rude offspring worfhipp'd : they their courfc 
Adventurous fteer'd to thefe alluring fhores. 
Firft Hengift, valiant chief; nor yet lefs wife 
Than valiant : he the Cantian wold obtain*dy 
His new domain ; yielded by focial league, 
Or won by fair Rowena's conquering charms. 
Next Ella, Cerdic, and th' intrepid race 
Of Anglians from Eydora's northern ftream, 
Pour'd in their numerous hofts : nor Britifh prowefs, 
Nor Merlin's fpells, nor Arthur's puiflant fword, 
Hight Caliburn, fam'd in romantic tale. 
Could long withftand th' impetuous onfet bold 
Of our great fires in battle. Soon they rais'd 
On Britain's ruins feven imperial thrones ; 
Seven thrones conjoin 'd at length in Cerdic's race : 
From whofe high fource the ftream of regal bloody 
Thro' the long line of Englifh monarchs, flows 
Down to th' illuftrious houfe of Lunenbourg, 
From antient Brunfwic nam'd, (Brunfwic, the feat 
Primeval of Saxonian chieftains old) 
To GeOrge, great heir of Anglo-Saxon kings. 
And Thou, Saxouia's brightcft ornament 
Erewhile, now Euglaai^s \>o^> ^xi^\i^^ga^\itv^^. 
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Welcome tp thefe congenial fliores ; to this 
Ambiguous land^ another Saxony. 
See thine own people, thy compatriot tribes. 
With heart-felt joy, and zealous loud acclaim^ 
Thy bleil arrival hail. Tho' fever'd long 
From their original ibil, on foreign flock 
Tho* grafted, not degenerate : ftill within 
Works the wild vigour of the parent root. " 
Rough, hardy, brave j by force intradlable. 
Or lawlefs rule ; patient of equal fway ; 
With civil freedom tempering regal power. 
Be this thy better country ; nor regret 
Thy natal plains, tho' dear : here thou fhalt find 
What largely fhall o'erpay thy lofs. Lo ! here 
Thy Parent, Brother, Friend, all charities 
Comprised in one, thy. confort, with fond wiih, 
Expedls thee ; fcepter'd George, with every grace 
Adom'd ; yet more renown'd for virtue's praiie. 
Faith, honour, in green years wifdom mature. 
True majefty with awful goodnefs crown'd. 
He ihall afluage thy grief: his thoughtful bread. 
Studious of England's glory and Europe's weal. 
Thou in return Ihalt footh with tender fmiles. 
Endearing blandiihment, and equal love. 
Nor ihall, heaven's gift, fruit of the genial bed 
Be wanting ; pledge of public happinefs 
Secure ; dear fource of long domeftic joys. 
Here Ihalt thou reign, a £ecoiv4 C^xcJiaxl^s 
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Diffufing from the throne a milder ray. 
Soft beaaty's unexpreifive influence iweet. 
Prompt to relieve th* oppfeft ; to wipe away 
The widow's tears ; to call forth modeft worth ; 
To cheriih drooping virtue : patronefs 
Of fcience and of arts ; friend to the mufe. 
Of every grateful mufe the favourite theme. 

Hail, fovereign lady, deareft dread ! accept 
Even now this homage of th' officious mufe. 
That on the verge extreme of Albion's diff 
With gratulation thy firft fleps prevents, 
Tho' mean, yet ardent ; and falutes thine car 
With kindred accents in Teutonic lays. 
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EPISTLE TO A LADY. 

BY THE REV. MR. P. 

0H9 bom to blefs fome youth unknown, 
F — , thy beauties all will own ; 
Yet all who know you will confefs 
Your beauty than your merit lefs. 
One who deierves you would you chufe ? 
Accept this offering of my mufe : 
She paints— -ahy hardly paints from life,-— 
Him, who alone fhould call you wife. 
That dear, dear name in which are join'd 
All that can charm or footh the mind. 

Let me, my fair, direA your choice. 
For that alone is my advice. 
Rales for behaviour I'll not give, 
Thofe from an abler hand receive. 
For them to Lyttleton attend. 
He, tho' a poet, is a friend, 
And truft me, I, my gentle dame, 
Altho' no poet, am the fame. 

Would you be happy ? -^ Yes, you wou'd : 
Then let the favoured youth be good, 
Elfe every tender thought remove. 
Where there's no virtue, far be love. 

Vol. IV. H K^^ 
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But where bright glows that heavenly flaj 
Virtue and love become the fame. 
Scorning the pert, the dull, the vain. 
The wretch who thirfts for fordid gain. 
Let fair fincerity and truth 
Adorn thine only-favour'd youth. 
To thefc humility be join'd. 
That faireft virtue of the mind. 

Mark well his looks : let them impart 
The genuine fondnefs of the heart. 
That ever in the looks appears 
A fondnefs form'd of hopes and fears. 

Mark his behaviour : love inipircs 
If jl Rcfpedlful awe amidft its fires, 

His trembling hand to yours when join'd. 
Speaks the fbft awe that fills his mind. 
His words, his adlions ihould proclaim 
.*'jl ' A pure, a true, and real flame. 

Befure let cheerfulnefs divine 
Infpire the heart that's made for thine. 
For that, when join'd with manly fenfc, 
Pleafures perpetual will diipenfe. 

Thefe virtues let us now unite 
To place them in the faireft light. 
And fee how lovely they'll appear: — 
He muH be good, mufl be fincere. 
Be true, be humble, and his love 
Be pure as virtue may apij^toNc, 
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Rcfpcftful fondncfs muft he fhow. 
And round him chcerfulnefs muft throw 
Her pleailng light, her beams divine. 
To make his virtues brighter Ihine. 

Thus have I drawn th' ideal man 
That may defervc dcfcrving * * *. 
And know you none whom this is like ? 
None where refemblance ftrong may ftrike I 
Or is there this diftinguiih'd one ?— « 
Be he or not as yet unknown 
Have him, my lovely m^d, or none.^ 

On foreign or on Englifh ground 
If this deferving youth be found. 
In whom thefe merits all combine. 
Bring him to me to make him thine : 
ril exercife my magic powers, 
And date from thence your happieft hours^ 

But if, rejeding my advice. 
As fancy's form, and over-nice. 
To one unlike you'll give your charms. 
And take th' unworthy to your arms, 
Truft me, my office I'll decline ; 
The hateful deed ihall ne'er be mine,. 
Merit, with all its charms, to give 
Where there's no merit to receive^ 
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ON THE DEATH OF A YOUNG LADY. 

JET, XIX, WRITTEN MDCCLIX* 
BT THE SAME. 

DAughter orf God, Religion, lend thine aid, 
Defcend, defcend, all-powerful as thou art. 
From thy bright throne above, celeflial maid, 
.Pour thy foft balm upon the forrowing heart. 

Say, fweet rellorer, who could ever know 

A wound like that for which our forrows pour? 

Did ever mourners feel fincerer woe ? 

Or deeper grief thy fovereign help implore ? 

Glow'd not her heart -with pure devotion warmf 
There were pure faith and holy love imprell; 

Was ihe not good as hope itfelf could form ? 
Spoke not her op^ looks a fpotlefs breaft ? 

€he was*— oh come, Religion, heavenly fair ! 

Loofe thefe dir^ bcmds that fix us to the earth; 
i^ot what fhe was, but what ihe is, declare. 

And paint the glories of her fecond birth. 
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iPaint her afcending to th' etherial height,^ 
Where hymning faints her bleft arrival greet;* 

Paint her pure fpirit clad in robes of light, 
With, trembling joy before the mercy-feat. 

Exhauftiefs fplendor beams around the throne. 
While from the midft God's awfulvoiceis heard-— »- 

" Servant of God, well done: thy faith is knowa^ 
** Eternal glories be the great reward.'* 

Oh words of rapture ! which feraphlc lyrer 
Harmonious catch, and in their ftAins retufti 5 

The flranger fpirit glows with heavenly fires. 
And boundlefs joys within her bofom bum ;. 

A rofe-lip'd angel. Purity divine,. 

(Bright is her form, and white her flowing veft,. 
Around her beams celeftial ceafclefs Ihine, 

And thofe on whom (he finiles arc ever bleft lY^ 

Leads the young feraph to a glorious throne, 
Prefents a golden harp and ftarry wreath ; 

There ever fhall fhe dwell in blifs unknown^. 
There ever the Almighty's praifes breathe.. 
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THE CIT'S COUNTRY BOX. 

THE wealthy cit, grown old in trade. 
Now wiihes for the rural Ihade ; 
And buckles to his one-horfe chair 
Old Dobbin, or the fbunder'd mare ; 
While wedg'd in clofely by his fide 
Sits madam, his unwieldy bride. 
With Jacky on a Hool before 'em ; 
And out they jog in due decorum. 
Sc^e pail the turnpike half a mile. 
How all the country feems to fmile ! 
And as they (lowly jog together, 
The cit commends the road and weather; 
While madam doats upon the trees. 
And longs for every houfe fhe fees ; 
Admires its views, its fituation. 
And thus fhe opens her oration. 

*« What {ignlfy the loads of wealthy 
^« Without that richeft jewel health ? 
** Excufe the fondnefs of a wife, 
" Who doats upon your precious life : 
** Such ceafelefs toil, fuch co^ftant care 
-•' Is more than human flrength can bear* 
** One may obferve it in your face— 
-" Indeed, my dear, you break apace ,* 
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«« And nothing can your health repair* 
*< But cxercife, and country air. 
** Sir Traffick has a houfc, you know, 
** About a mile from Cheney Row : 
^* He's a good man, indeed, 'tis true* 
** But not fo warm, my dear, as you : 
** And folks are always apt to fneer— 
" One would not be outdone, my dear.'* 

Sir Traffick's name fo well applied, 
Awak'd his brother merchant's pride ; 
And Thrifty, who had all his life 
Paid utmoft deference to his wife, 
Confefs'd, her arguments had reafon ; 
And by th' approaching fummer feafbn 
Draws a few hundreds from the ftocks. 
And purchafes his country box. 

Some three or four miles out of town, 
(An hour completely brings you down,) 
He fixes on his choice abode. 
Not half a furlong from the road : 
And fo convenient does it lay. 
The flages pafs it every day : 
And then fo fnug, fo mighty pretty. 
To have a houfe fb near the city : 
Take but your places at the Boar, 
You're fet down at the very door. 

Well then, fuppofe 'em fix'd at laft, 
White-wafhing, painting, fa\i\j\>Vci^^^\ 
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Hugging themfelves in eafe and clover» 

With all the fufs of moving ovd: : 

Lo ! a new heap of whims are bred. 

And wanton in my lady's head. 

*' Well, to be fare, it muft be own'd 

*' It is a charming fpot of ground : 

** So fweet a difUnce for a ride ; 

** And all about Cb countrified ! 

" 'Twould come to but a trifling price 

** To make it quite a paradife. 

** I cannot bear thofe nafty rails, 

•• Thofe ugly, broken, mouldy pales : 

*' Suppofe, my dear, inftead of theie» 

'* We build a railing all Chinefe. 

" Altho' one hates to be expos'd, 

'* 'Tis difmal to be thus enclosed. 

** Rural retirement, pray, d'ye term it ? 

** Lard, it is living like a hermit. 

" One hardly any objedk fees— 

** I wifh you'd fell thofe odious trees; 

*• 'T would make a much more cheerful fcene— 

" I'm tir'd with everlafting green. 

** Objedls continual pailing by 

*' Were fomething to amufe the eye : 

** But to be pent within the walls, 

*' One might as well be at St. Paul's. 

*' Our houfe beholders would adore, 

" Wsa there a level lawa before ; 



<< Nothing its views to incommode^ 
•* But quite laid open to the road; 
** While every traveller in amaze 
*^ Should on our little maniion gazey 
** And, pointing to the choice retreat, 
" Cry, that's SirThrifty's country-feat.'*. 

No doubt her arguments prevail. 
For madam's tafte can never fail. - 

Bled age ! when all men may procure 
The title of a connoiffeur; 
When th' noble and ignoble herd 
Are governed by a iingle word | 
Tho% like the royal German dames. 
It bears an hundred chriilian names : 
As Genius, Fancy, Judgment,. Gout, 
Whim, Caprice, Je ne fcaiquoi, Virtiir. . 
Which appellations all defaibe 
Tafle, and the modem tafteful tribe. 

Now bricklayers, carpenters, and joinerv 
With Chinefe artifts and de£gners, 
Produce their fchemes of alteration 
To work this wond'rous reformation. 
The ufeful dome, which fecret ftood 
Embofom'd in the yew-trees wood» 
The traveller with amazement fees 
Chang'd to a temple tout Chinefe, 
With many a bell and tawdry rag-on. 
And crefled with a fprawling dragon* 
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A wooden arck is bent aftride 
A ditch of water fonr feet wide» 
With angles, curves* and zigzag lines 
From Halfpenny's exad defigns. 
In front a level lawn is feen. 
Without a ihrub upon the green ; 
Where tafte would want its firft great law. 
But for the fkulking % Ha-Ha ^ 
By whofe nuracolous afiiftance 
Yon gain a profped two fields diftance. 
And now from Hyde-park Corner come 
The gods of Athens and of Rome : 
Here fquabby Cupids take their placet 
With Venus and the clumfy Graces ; 
Apollo there, with aim (6 clever. 
Stretches his leaden bow for ever ; 
And there, without the power to fly. 
Stands, fix'd a tip-toe» Mercury. 

The villa thus compleatly grac'd. 
All own, that Thrifty has a tafie : 
And madam's female friends and coufins. 
With common-council-men, by dozens. 
Flock every Sunday to the feat. 
To flare about them, and to eat. 
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THE FALL OF CHLOE'S JORDAN. 

MY THE LATE MR. JOHV PHILIPS, AUTHOR 
OF CYDER, A POEM. 

OF waibfttl havock and deJ^ftive Bite 
I dug the tragic fcene, a mournful tale; 
Yet call no ilaughtering hero to my aid 
To ilrew my bloodlefs verfe with mangled fbes ; 
A torrent fpilt, but not of human gore, 
P.uin deform'd, but not of man ered. 

O heaven-born mufe (for mufe I muft invoke^ 
Or miftrefs fair, for feihion or for need) 
Deign to defcribe the memorable ^1 
Of Chloe's Jordan ; fo by mortals nam'd 
The veflel was, however uncouth the found^ 
But veil'd by modeft maids in gentler terms : 
Like Rome, the miftrefs of the woHd, it fell. 
From its own greatnefs only not fecure. 

Say firft, what colours ftain'd its vaulted fides. 
Left harmlefs bards miflake th' imporunt truth. 
And {peak as fancy leads, or rhime direds ; 
And he that terms it white -as filver fwaiis, 
And fpotlefs innocence, and new-fallen fnow 
That fpreads its plumes on Atlas bleaky head. 
Shall fuffer blemifh in the wrong compare. 
Another humorous fports aaA'^tt^ v»\isvfc 



Earthly and coarfe, of fabftance indigeft : 
IfoW oft are men, by devious ciror led- 
To wander various, wide alike from truth ! 
A fickly-pale languiihfd on th' inner round,. 
Such as betrays the want of love-fick maids. 
Foe to the rofy cheek, and coral lip. 
But flies the lufty touch of warmer man». 
And beauty re-aflumes its native feaL 
Smooth were its fides, but from the bottom rofe* 
A manly head embofs'd, for hero meant. 
No queflion, fam'd for arms and antique ftenu 
Such honours the well-meaning vulgar pay 
To fame of gallant m«Ei, and wafte their (kill 
On high-hung iigns, and earth of homely hue*. 
What blufhes did the virile image coft 
The harmlefs maid, fearful left fo employed,. 
The amorous flone fhould £)ften into life : 
As erft Pygmalion's marble mifbefs chang'd 
Her Parian fubilance by, lefe motive fway'd.. 

Without, the cerulous dye beikew'd the urn,. 
And on the fwelling furface. Flora's pride. 
The lilly, and the gaudy tulip finil'd. 
Fed with the briny ne£tar it contained* 
One handle held the ve^l. arch'd and fmoothr. 
But for its weighty office far unfit : 
Hece weaknefs lurk'd in comely form difguis'd, 
Hence the fad fource and root of all our woe^:. 
i/nprudent man.too often X3^a&&'VC^.^^^^fe. 
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To one fmooth friend, who fhrinks when neariy tried. 
The unfufpefting feb-one never fail'd 
At morn and eve to dew its (pacions womb» 
At mom her firft, at eve her lateft adl: 
How often has it flow'd vnth. maiden ibeams 
Fam'd for rare virtues, and bat feldom found J 
'Twas with this magic ftream Diana fpread 
The branchy horns on bold Aftaeon's brow : 
The well e'er-fince a fecret power retains 
On human foreheads antlers to convey. 
*Twas now the heavy period fioc'd by fate 
Haflen'd apace with evil mifchief ^ught* 
'Tis true, no comet flream'd terrific blaze. 
Nor thunder-crack fiiniflrous roar'd aloud ; 
Not but a crazy found gave certain proof 
Of hidden crack, foreboding wider wounds. 
Yet fcap'd fufpicion : forefight ever foils 
When unavoided ruin is decreed. 
The feeble fun, arra/d with lifelefs flames, 
Inn'd at the bearded Goat, and drove his car 
Extinguifh'd heavy half the tour of heaven. 
And winter, keen of bveath, blew ihivering cold 
Around the globe, and hid the voluble ftresuns : 
Some to the chimney's warm protection By, 
And fright the footy earth with footy tale 
Of fprite nofturnal, or adventurous knight : 
Some bid defiance to th' inclement air, 
Fir^d with the juicy, flame of cVdY^Xtttv* 



Amidft 1 jovial (arew fkir Chloe quaffed 
With loud caroufe, till iated nature crav'd 
Timely relax, diflent with liquid pain. 
Alone» (he lifb the Jordan to her aid> 
And fbait a hideou9 din 'gan soar aloud. 
Wave daih'd on wave, deluge on deluge rowl'd^ 
And curl'd the circling eddy to the brim^ 
Whole catarads at once difcharg'd &11 down 
With violent gu(h> and drove the deep cafcade : 
Till weary of its load the labouring urn 
Flew^from its hold, a horrid burft eniites. 
And mangled limbs beHrew the bruiied floor. 
Not louder roars the three^g'd bolt of heaven 
When form'd by Vulcan, or when thrown by Jove. 
Forth from the hideous ihreds a tepid fea 
Rolls angry foam, and fmokes along the plain. 
Part of the (beam, with ilow and filent pace» 
Sunk unobferv'd in narrow crannies loft : 
Part murmurs crowding at the portal wide 
Which opes the mazy way, that winding lead» 
To th' antient race of earth : prote6led mice. 
The race exiguous, uninur'd to wet, 
Their manfions quit, and other countries feek. 

Thus fell the Jordan, that had long withilood. 
Firm and refolv'd, the fhock of mighty waves. 
Which loft their ftrength, and daih'd her fhores in 
vain. 



Till, at th* approach of one impetuous tide. 
Fate took th' occafion, and confirm'd its doom* 

So the fam'd Ediftone near Plymouth Fort 
(Sure mark to wandering fhips and loft at night) 
Contemn'd the billows tumbling round its fides. 
And mock'd their {ports, till on a fatal night 
The wind blew loud, th' ^raged ocean roar'd. 
And plung'd the Pharos in the vaft abyfs. 



DR. CONYERS TO DR. EVANS BURSAR, 

ON CUTTING DOWN SOME FINE COLLEGE-TRB£S« 

INdulgent Nature to each kind beftows 
A fecret inftinft to difcern its foes ; 
The timorous goofe avoids the ravenous fox. 
Lambs fly from wolves, and pilots fhoB the rocks ; 
The rogue a gibbet, as his fate, forefees. 
And bears the like antipathy to trees* 
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THE WANDERING BEAUTY. 

BT THE LATE MR. JOHN HUGHES* 

THE graces and the wandering loves 
Are fled to difbuit plains. 
To chafe the fawns, or in deep groves 
To wound admiring fwains. 

With their bright miftrefs thefe they fbay. 

Who turns her carclefs eyes 
From daily triumphs ; yet each day 
Beholds new triumphs in her way. 

And conquers while fhe flies. 

But fee ! implor'd by moving prayers. 
To change the lover's pain, » 

Venus her harnefs'd doves prepares. 
And brings the fiair again. 

Proud mortals, who this maid purfufl^ 

Think y<ja flie'll e'er rcfign ? 
Ceafe, fools, your wiflies to renew. 
Till flie grows flefh and bloqd libe you. 

Or you like her divine. 
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APPROACH OE MAY. 

OUecn of the laughing flower I whofe lovely 
waift 
Fair Spring entwines with her brocaded zone, 
Array*d moft gorgeous in thy rainbow veft. 
With jpy defcend from thy celeHial throne*.. 

Bright, on the fkirt of yon ceruleaxv^odljt 
In fplendid majefty I fee her fail, 
^ With lavifh hand (he fills the lap of earth. 

And With her breath perfumec the fanning gale^- 

*•■ 

Now Flora puto her ^<eeneit mmtle on. 

And Phoebus darts ^ mora enHghtning betok^ 

Rearing his flatcly neck, the filver fwan 
Floats lighter on the warm redundantib-eam. 

The (Ireaai reduadant, fed by gufhilig fprings/ 
Curls to the preflure rf the tepid breeze : 

Feeling the force of renovated life. 

Nod the green fummits of the neighbouring trees i^ 

Vol. IL L* • ^^^"^ 
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Sks on its thorn the crimfon-blufliing rofe 
And fmiles, oh May ! to meet thy brilliant eye 5 

Rude grows the lilly, and unfolds its breaft. 
White as the fleece, that decks the vernal fky. 

The (wallow twittets on the chimney top ; 

The merry martin builds her plaited nell ; 
And, clbs'd within the covert of the hedge, 

The loud thrufh fwells his many-fpotted brcafb 

Perch'd on yon flender pile of bavin-wood. 
Too proud to mingle with the fowl below. 

Expands the peacock his eye-glittering tail. 
Still brighter, as he waves it to and fro. 

In this fbft feafbn Cupid firings his bow. 
And aims his fatal arrows at the heart : 

Stung to the quick, the virgin feels tKe'wound, 
Yet nourifhes the new, the pleaiing fmart. 

In yonder mead the lufty ruftic aids 

The bonny milkmaid with her cleanly pail. 

And ever and anon he charms her air 

With ** lovely Bett," or " Nanny of the Vale.** 

In nature's artlefs language he reveals. 
True to the bl\iibixv^ maid, his genuine flame: 
A lovelier hue adorns \vet tom^^ ^^^^\ 
How far more difftretA \^ xix^XjVxy&c^'i ^aasa&N 



The nymph, approving of his love fincere, 
Confents the nuptial union fhall be tied : 

The rites pcrformM, what extafies enfue ! 
He the gay bridegroom, Ihc the happy bride. 

Peace, guardian Peace, fits finiling at their door^ 
Where-e'er they walk. Contentment marks th«^ 
way : 

Conflant Good-humour cloaths their honeft minds,. 
And every morning of their life is May^ 
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Sits on its thorn the crimfon-blufliing rofc 
And fmiles, oh May ! to meet thy brilliant eye ; 

Rude grows the lilly, and unfolds its breaft, 
White as the fleece, that decks the vernal fky. 

The fwallow twittets on the chimney top ; 

The merry martin builds her plaited nefl ; 4 

And, clbs'd within the covert of the hedge, 

The loud thrufh fwells his many-fpotted breaft. 

Perch'd on yon flender pile of bavin-wood. 
Too proud to mingle with the fowl below. 

Expands the peacock his eye-glittering tail. 
Still brighter, as he waves it to and fro. 

In this {oh feafbn Cupid firings his bow. 
And aims his fatal arrows at the heart : 

Stung to the quick, the virgin feels the' wound, 
Yet nouriflies the new, the pleaiing fmart. 

In yonder mead the lufty ruftic aids 

The bonny milkmaid with her cleanly pail, 

And ever and anon he charms her air 
With " lovely Bett,'* or " Nanny of the Vale.*' 

In nature's artlefs language he reveals. 

True to the blofliing maid, his genuine flame: 

A lovelier hue adorns her comely face : 
How far more diSexextx U the blufli of Aame! 
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nymph, approving of his love fincere, 
onfents the nuptial union Ihall be tied : 

rites perform'd, what extafies enfue ! 

e the gay bridegroom, (he the happy bride. 

:e, guardian Peace, fits fmiling at their door^ 
^here-e'er they walk. Contentment marks the 

way: 
ftant Good -humour cloaths their honed minds, 
nd every morning of their life is May^ 
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1. ti6 3 

O ]> E TO H E A L T H. 

DAughter of Exercife ! at whofe commancl 
Mirth fpreads a fmile upon the cheek of Care: 

At whofe re-kindling breath 

Sicknefs looks up, and lives : 
Say ! ^here (for much thy haunts I long to woo) 
Shall I thy joy-infufing prefence hail, 

AmidA what iylvan fcenes. 

Or unfrequented plains ? 
Say ! when the rofeate finger of the mom 
Points out the glories of her ihort-liv*d reign. 

Shall I thy fteps purfue. 

Climbing the mouiitain's fide« 
From whofe tall brow, in eminence fuperb. 
Fair Nature views her fruitful vales below. 

While Phoebus darts around 

His oriental eye ? 
Or ihall I trace thy veftigc o'er the heath. 
Where, in derilion of the florift's aid. 

Shoots up, untaught by art. 

The voluntary flower ? 
For well, 'tis known, that oft upon the heath 
In contemplation, devious art thou feen. 

Or panting up the fteep 

Of un-imprinted hill. 
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Or, when cool evening, in her floating veft, 
-Sweeps o?er the lawns, difFufing fhadowy pomp. 

And bids the fun recline 

On Amphitrite.4 breaft, 
I will attend thee to the folexnn grove. 
Where love Hands regiftredon every tree. 

Where the rook rocks his young. 

And Echo learns to caw. 
Or, (landing on the margent of the ftreanif 
I will furvcy thee on the paffive waye^ 

Then prefs the liquid bed, 

.To meet thy naiad kifs. 
O tell me, nymph, thy chofen refidence, 
Deit on mountain top, or forefl wild. 

And! will confecrate 

A temple to thee there. 
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A SONG 

FOB. THE 

PARK AT HIGH MALL. 

BY A LADY. 

YE foplings, and prigs, and ye wou'd-bc-fmart 
Who move in wide commerce's round, [things. 
Pray tell me from whence. this albfordity fprings. 

All orders of rank to coAfoand. 
What means the bag-wig, and the foldier-like air. 

On the tradefman obfequious and meek? 
Sure fabbaths were meant for retirement and prayer 
To amend the paft faults of the week. 

The youth, to whom battles and dangers belong, 

May call a fierce look to his aid ; 
Lace, bluller, and oaths, and a fword an ell long. 

Are famples he gives of his trade ; 
But you on whom London indulgently fmiles. 

And whom counters fhould guard from all ills. 
Should flily invade with humility's wiles, 

Left fplcndor deter us from bills. 

Old 
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Old Grelham, whofe flatue adorns the Exchange, 

Difplays the true cit to our view. 
And filently frowns on a condud fo ftrange. 

So remote from your interefls and you ; 
Then learn from his gefture grave, decent, and plain. 

To copy fair Prudence's rules. 
For Frugality's garb will conceal your vaft gain. 

And fecure you the plunder of fools. 

The eafe of a court, and die air of a camp. 

Are graces no cit can procure : 
* Monf. Jourdain (till trots in the Spittlefields tramp. 

Nor can Hart the grown aukwardnefs cuBe. 
Thus, if apes of the faihion St. James's you croud, 

PreiEng onwards in ipite of all ftops. 
The Mall you may fill, and be airy and loud. 

But, truft me, you'll ne'er fill your ihops. 

* Vide MoHere's Gentleman Citizen, 



VERSES 



[ »20 ] 

V E R. S E S 

WRITTENIN A BLANK LEAF- IN LORD ORRERT's 
REMARKS ON THE LIFE OF DEAN. S.WIFT. 

BY THE SAME* 

HAil noble Critic ! whofe pervading mind 
The. dazzling beams of genius cannot*blind: 
Whofe ileady eye, and equal hand deteds. 
In (pite of wity humanity's defedb ; 
O fay ! what cauie impelled thee thus to fcan 
Foibles, that fhame the Dean, and fink the man ? 
The facred veil, whofe texture genius wrought. 
To Ihade from public view each latent fault. 
Long coniecrate its wondrous powerretain'd, 
Tho* Envy rag'd, and Fadtion ilalk'd unchain'd ; 
But, what no foe haddar'd, (tho' malice fir^d) 
Thy cooler warmth, O friendftiip ! hath infpir'd ;. 
For thee alone referv'd the arduous talk. 
Severely thus his errors to unmaflc. 

Ah haplefs Swift ! whofe nakednefs of mind 
Another Ham difplays to all mankind ; 
Arife ! and vindicate thy injur'd fame, 
Arife ! ami curfe the author of thy fhame : 
Avenge this flagrant breach of friendfhip's rules. 
Change nature's laws, siivi cuifc\C\& x^^^^-Oa.K^iK^'ii. 
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PROLOGUE TO THE GRATEFUL FAIR> 

A COMEDY INTENDED FOR THE STAGE** 
BY MR. SMART. 

IN andent days (as jovial Horace fings)* 
When laurell'd bards were lawgivers and bingsi 
Bold was the comic mufe, without reftrainty- 
To name the vicious, and the vice to paint ; 
Th' enliVen'd pidure from the canvas flew. 
And the llrong likenefs crouded on the view* 
Our author pradlifes more general rules. 
He is no niggard of his knaves and fools : . 
Both fmall and great, both dull and pert he fhewsy. 
That every gentleman may pick and chufe. 
The laws dramatic tho' he fcarcely knows 
Of time and place, and all the piteous profe. 
Which pedant Frenchmen fhuflle thro' their nofe. 
Fools! — who prefcribe what Homer fhould have 
Like tattling watches they correal the fun. [done^ 
Critics — like pofts — undoubtedly may fhaw 
The way to Pindus— but they cannot go* 
For to delight and elevate the mind, 
To heaven-direded genius is affign'd. 
When-e'er immortal Shakefpear's works we read. 
He wins the heart, before he ftrikt^ \Iti&\NR^i^w* 
Vol. 1Y. K ^^^'^ 



Swift to the foul the piercing image flies 
More fwift than Celia's wit, or Celia's eyes. 
More fwift than fome romantic traveller's thought, 
More fwift than Britiih fire, when William fought. 
Fancy precedes and conquers all the mind. 
Deliberating judgment flowly lags behind. 
Comes to the field with blunderbufs and gun. 
Like heavy FalflafF, when the work is done. 
Fights, when the battle's o'er, with wondrous f aia 
By Shrewfbury clock— and nobly flays the flain^ 
But critic cenfures are beneath his care. 
Who Ihives to pleafe the honeft and the fair : 
Their approbation is much more than fame. 
He fpeaks— he writes— he breathes not— but for 
them. 



ON 
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ON MOTHER GRIFFITHS, 

THE race of critics, till of late, were grac'd 
With reading, learning, judgment, fenfe, and 
And none e'er dar'd uiurp that noble name, [tafte : 
But who, as authors, had eflablilh'd fame ; 
By envy never, nor by fpite milled. 
And, tho' ftrift judges, they were ftill well-bred : 
But now, oh fhame to Britain, and the mufe ! 
Dame Griffiths writes her infamous Reviews, 
Who to no requifite can make pretence 
Of learning, genius, judgment, tafte, or fenfe ; 
Yet with the rancour of a curfed elf, 
She damns all works— but what Ihe prints herfelf : 
Thus modern Methodifts, with foolilh pride. 
Save their own feft, and deem all damn'd beiide ; 
To cobler-parfons weaver-priefts fucceed. 
And preach that Gofpel which they cannot read. 

TAURUS. 
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